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ill  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 

r  Every  Friday  Night  is  TI                       f  Ted    Fioriti>  iiiid  His  TT 

-■{      Fraternity  Night,  also    fo-               -<a     Famous    Orcliestra    &- 

X  Northwestern  Night.  J                      IL  Plays    E\i-ry    Night.  J 

JSrnmmug  King  tc  QIo. 


Eslablislnd  lii^ 


The  jQjitest  in 
MEN'S  WEAR 

Presented  Early  Every  Season 

A  designer,  formerly 
one  of  the  leading  cus- 
tom tailors  in  England, 
creates  all  the  Browxixg 
King  styles.  Early  every 
season  he  presents  the 
latest  mode  for  men  in 
styles  especially  designed 
and  fashioned  to  the  needs 
of  our  patrons.  These 
styles  are  featured  exclu- 
sively by  Browning  King 
&  Company. 

526  Davis  Street 


Lounge  Slmts 

0\"ERCOATS 

Evening 

Clothes 
Golf  Suits 
Knickers 

PvjAMAS 

S\VE.\TERS 

Neckwear 

Hose 

Glon'es 

Shirts 

Hats  and  Caps 

French, 

Shriner  and 
Urnkr  ShoI'S 


SUITS    AND 

OVERCOATS 

HAND-TAILORED 

BY 

THE 
HOUSE  OF  KUPPENHEIMER 

IN 

Authentic  University  Style 

UNUSUAL  VALUES  AT 


$^Q00 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Good  Clothes  for  University  Men 
1716  SHERMAN  AVE. 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


MARKS   BROS. 

GRANADA 

Sheridan  and  Devon 


The  North  Shore's  home 
of  Talking  Pictures  and 
Great  Stage  Stars  featured 
in  the  superb  presentations 
of  Benny  Meroff  and  Charles 
Kaley. 

"NORTHWESTERN 

NIGHT'' 

EVERY  FRIDAY  IS  THE 
talked   about  theatre  -  and  -  dance 
affair  for   the  University  crowds. 


{ 


Dancing  in  the  Grande  Lobby  "l 
begins  at  11:10  p.  m.  r 

Theatre  admission  only  charge      J 


R  &  K  SERVICE 

Each  season  we  enjoy  the 
continued  patronage  of  our 
customers 

— not  alone  because  of  loyal 
friendships  which  exist,  but 
because  this  institution  al- 
ways has  given  its  customers 
full  value  for  their  money. 

You  may  be  assured  of  in- 
telligent and  helpful  sugges- 
tions when  you  come  here. 

And  you  will  find  the  organi- 
zation of  REXFORD  &  KELDER 
ready  to  assist  you  in  mak- 
ing the  proper  selections  of 
clothing. 


REXFORD  &  KELDER 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 
7th  Floor  CHICAGO 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


DINE 


DANCE  J 


at  the 


1561  Howard  Street 

2  Blocks  east  from  Norshore  Theatre 

Under  Management  of 

BENJAMIN  JOE 

Luncheon  50c  Dinner  $1.00 

Sunday  De  Luxe  Dinner  $1.25 

Jerry  Potter's  Limehouse  Orchestra 

plays  from  9  to  closing  nightly.     6:30  to  closing  Sunday 


L 


NORTHWESTERN  NIGHT 

Every  Friday 

College  Songs  —  Souvenirs  —  Fun 


NO  COVER  CHARGE 


J 


She — Am  I  the  first  girl  you  have  ever 
kissed  ? 

Frosh — Now,  that  you  mention  it  you 
do  look  familiar. 

Mercury. 


AND  HOW! 


He  rushed  up  to  her.     "This  is  my 
dance  you  know,"  he  said  breathlessly. 

She  gave  him  a  haughty  stare. 

"Oh,   really?     I   thought  it  was  the 
Junior  Prom." 

Mi?ik. 


"There  goes  our  phone." 
"Well,  I  told  you  to  close  the  door." 
Ohio  State  Sun  Dial. 


Noise  :    Knock,  knock,  knock. 

Pope:     "Who  is  it?" 

Pope's  Chamberlain,  a  bit  griped,  for 
having  to  ivake  his  master  every  morn- 
ing: "8:00  o'clock  sir,  and  all  is  fair." 

Pope:  "The  Lord  and  I  know  it,  you 
mav  go." 

P.  C. :  "You  and  the  Lord  are  two 
wise  guys — it  is  4  :oo  o'clock  and  raining 
like  hell." 


The  Choice 

of 
Well-Groomed 

Folks 


For  Telephone  appoint- 
meDtscall  University  8700 
Ask  for  "Barber  shop" 


BARBER   SHOP 

ADJACENT  TO  THE  OFFICE  LOBBY  OF  THE  ORRINGTON  HOTEL 


Those  who  are  particular 
about  their  personal  appear- 
ance, who  seek  tonsorial  cor- 
rectness, who  insist  on  ex- 
pert, experienced  barbers, — 
such  folks  are  regular  patrons 
of  this  clean,  sanitary  bar- 
ber shop. 
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Monte:     "It  seems  to  me  I've  seen 
your  face  before." 
Bozo:    "How  odd!" 
Monte:     "It  certainly  is!" 

Mink. 


"Oh,  Lemuel,  vat  you  tink?     I  was 
arrested  for  speedink  today." 

"Vat!     You?     Vhy,  you  haff  no  car, 
haff  you?" 

"No,  not  that.     Speedink  on  the  side- 
valk." 

Sun  Dodger. 


"I  SMELL  THE  BLOOD—" 

Mother :  "Now  Jack  had  scarcely 
hid  himself  in  the  castle  before  a  great 
voice  boomed  out,  'Fee  fi,  fo,  fum,  I  smell 
the  blood  of  an  Englishman.'  And  what 
do  you  suppose  it  was?" 

The  Kiddies  (in  chorus)  "The  ma5'or 
of  Chicago." 

Life. 


Old  Lady  (sniffing) — What's  the  aw 
ful  odor? 

Farmer — That's  fertilizer. 

Old     Lady      (astonished) — For 
land's  sake! 

Farmer — Yes,  ma'am. 

Wittenberg  JFit. 


the 


Berg  &  Isenberg 


106  West  Lake  St. 
CHICAGO 


O 


UR  Stock  Consists  of  Fine 
Imported  Worsteds,  Chev- 
iots and  Herringbones. 

We  Have  Authentic  Uni- 
versity Style  Clothing. 
These  Suits  Are  Made  Up 
In  One  And  Two  Pants — 
Priced 


From 


$2912  to  ^4522 


We  Have  a  Complete  Line  of  Overcoats. 
Single  and  Double  Breasted  Models. 


CHECK — "I  see  Jim  gave  Edith  her  ring  last  night." 
HECK — "Well,  he  sure  was  engaged  in  the  right  purr- 


Then  came  wild  roarings  of  Royal 
tigers,  in  the  chinkling,  jingling  trio 
—  $25,  $30,  $36.50,  Royal's  Only 
Prices — and  when  Bimi,  the  baby 
elephant,  attempted  to  divert  the  as- 
tonishingly alert  audience  with  his 
pachydermic  ponderosities,  there 
wasn't  no  audience.  It  had  all  stam- 
peded down  to  1 641  Orrington  Ave- 
nue. 


Now  look  at  'em — freshies,  sophs, 
juniors,  seniors,  and  solemn  profs — 
all  Royally  clad.  In  purplef  Yes 
— but  also  blues,  blacks,  broiL'ns, 
grays — stripes,  patterns,  mixtures, — 
tivists,  corkscrews  (non-volstead) , 
pin  checks  (all  students  like  these) 
and  herringbones. 


ItaE  ROYAL  Tailors  Inc. 

IN  10,000  CITIES 


1641  Orrington  Avenue 

Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 

(T/ie  Tiger  on  tlie  Window  is  Bill  Fetridge's  idea  of  how  OUR   Tiger 
looks.) 
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Your 

Favorite 

Toiletries 

at 

Rosenberg's 

— Dorothy  Gray 

— Rubinstein 

— Lucien  Leiong 

— Primrose  House 

— Ayers 

— Quinlan 

— Hudnut 

— Burnham 

— Houhigant 

~Coty 

— Rig  and 

— Yardley 

— Cher  amy 

— Melba 

— Georgia  O.  George 

— Guerlain 

— Roger  and  Gallet 
— Cor  day 


Lvcinxton 


Helena  Rubinstein' s 
Water  Lily  Compacts 


$250 


Double  compacts  in  green, 
red  or  black  cases — modern- 
istic through  and  through. 

Valaze  Cuhist  Lipsticks  with  a  seri- 
ous purpose  in  life — ti)  stay  on.  SI. 00. 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  &  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-months*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No   Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12lh  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 

^^^fc^Miii^i^  (3404  B) 


HOMECOMING  JOKE 

Dad  coming  to  son's  fraternity  house. 
"Does  Rogers  live  here?" 
"Sure,  bring  him  in." 


ROTTEN 

"Did  you  see  the  headlines  about  me 
in  Sunday's  paper?" 

"No,  what  was  it?" 

"Forty  Thousand  People  Watch  N. 
U.-Butler  game." 

"Yeh.     What  about  it?" 

"Well,  I  was  one  of  them." 


Bo :    What  do  you  call  a  red-headed 
girl  who  sits  on  top  of  a  yellow  bus? 
Guessed :  A  passenger. 


"Those  bright  lights  just  ran  me  off 
the  road." 

"You  must  subdue  that  inferiority 
complex  of  yours." 


"Sir,  are  you  a  vet?" 
"Ya,  I  like  mein  beah." 


^  Complete 
Service  for 
"your  Car 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oiling,  Greasing 
Storage,  Simonizing 
Washing,  Repairs 


1 


Service  Garage 


I  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


A  Football  Tale 

^  Qhroiiicle  of  the  Stockyard's  School 
by  Harris  Ingram 


The  odor  of  the  Stockyards  sifted 
through  my  nostrils  and  made  me 
grimace.  I  really  didn't  like  it  out  there 
and  I  knew  it.  But  when  one  is  explor- 
ing he's  got  to  put  up  with  things. 
Roosevelt  had  to  put  up  with  the  can- 
nibals when  he  was  in  Africa  and  like- 


wise I  had  to  put  up  with  what  I  found 
here.  I  got  used  to  it  after  a  while  and 
went  bravely  on  my  mission — and  really 
enjoyed  the  foreign  atmosphere. 

It  was  all  like  a  great  big  puzzle.  But 
what  made  me  laugh  most  was  the  fact 
that  I  heard  they  were  having  a  wash- 
women's convention  that  day  at  the  place. 
I  bet  they  were,  too.  I  saw  more  wash- 
women 1  The  place  was  filled  with  them. 
And  they  were  so  intriguing! 

But  what  interested  me  most  was  my 
happening  to  stumble  upon  an  athletic 
field.  It  was  so  delightful  and  the  com- 
edy that  was  going  on  down  on  the  field 
was  so  perfectly  humorous  that  I  de- 
cided that  I  would  stay  and  see  it  all. 
You  can't  imagine  what  comedians  they 
have  out  there  near  those  stockyards. 
They  are  positively  a  riot.  I  nearly  died 
laughing  when  I  heard  the  fellow  next 
to  me  mention  that  next  year  the  team 
was  going  to  be  made  up  of  coeds.  Can 
you  imagine? 

Of  course  the  comedy  finally  ended 
but  I  decided  I  would  try  and  get  a 
closer  view  of  the  actors.  So  I  clam- 
bored  down  the  rickety  stairs  to  follow 
them  in.  But  my  attention  was  drawn 
to  one  of  the  actors  as  he  stood  talking 
to  a  rather  oldish  individual  with  grey 
mustache. 

"It'll  mean  I'll  have  to  drop  out  of 
school  if  I  can't  pay  my  tuition,  for  I 
ain't  got  no  money,"  he  was  saying. 

But  the  older  guy  smiled  and  said : 

"H'mmm,  you  did  a  fine  job  of  switch- 
ing off  those  electric  lights  last  week  so 
mebbe  this  will  pay  you  up."  And  he 
rolled  out  a  roll,  spat  upon  his  thumb, 
and  counted  out — oh  goodness  knows 
the  sum !    And  then  he  was  gone. 


The  actor  turned  to  me  and  laughed 
at  my  gaze.  He  winked  serenely,  and 
although  the  shadow  from  his  nose  was 
very  great  I  could  see  his  cheeks  dimple 
into  a  smile,  as  he  began  to  sing  in  tones 
that  were  loud  and  insinuating — The 
Varsity  Drag.     Of  all  the  gall! 
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Love  Nor 
Money 

by  Charles  Patton 


"A/fY  poppa's  'un 
Indian!" 
shouted  Darry 
Jedd  as  he  breezed 
into  his  roommate's 
presence  and  threw 
his  gruesome  col- 
legiate hat  against 
the  wall.  Hubert 
Fixmer,  the  room- 
mate, unbent  his 
rather  -  more  -  ath- 
letic -  than  -other- 
wise body,  shoved 
aside  the  tribula- 
tions of  Caesar  in 
hither  Gaul,  and 
after  regarding 
Darry  for  a  moment  of  toleration,  replied:  "Well?"  "I'm 
pretty  well,  thank  you ;  and,  according  to  the  dope,  it  looks 
mighty  much  like  you're  going  to  be  in  the  market  for  a 
bench-warmer  to  sub  for  you  next  Saturday.  Dick  Steub- 
bins  is  still  suffering  from  his  bruise-easy  complex  and  the 
boys  over  at  the  Commons  have  you  picked  as  second  cello 
if  the  worst  comes  to  pass." 

Hub  flicked  some  ashes  on  a  piece  of  installment  period 
furniture  and  stared  dejectedly  over  Darry 's  left  shoulder, — 
then  impatiently,  "Darry,  I'm  in  a  hell  of  a  fix.  Just  as  I  am 
about  to  get  somewhere  with  the  coach,  here  comes  a  letter 
from  the  pater,  casually  advising  me  to  choose  between  col- 
lege with  football  and  college  with  the  old  Spudville  bank 
in  the  offing.  And  if  I  drop  football  I'm  sunk  with  Berneice 
Wilder,  and  you  know  why, — she's  one  of  these  girls  than 
whom  no  one  likes  their  athletics  better."  Poor  old  Hub 
paused  for  a  pathetic  moment  and  then  went  on,  "But  when 
my  Dad  scribbles  out  a  statute  he  does  so  in  no  uncertain 
terms.  If  I  play,  and  the  papers  give  the  game  a  write-up, 
the  old  man  will  smell  me  out  and  I'll  be  in  slightly  better 
condition  than  a  stop-watch  with  dandruff  in  the  hair-spring." 
"Does  Berneice  know  you  got  this  tough  break?"  queried 
Darry.  "Yes,  I  showed  her  Dad's  letter  and  she  smiled  as 
if  she  had  already  found  the  glad  news  in  the  Acorns  column." 
Darry  Jedd  walked  over  and  slapped  his  pal  on  the  back. 
"Hub,"  he  said,  "you  might  look  like  a  crook  to  some  people, 
but  you  look  like  cut-glass  to  me.  Go  ahead  and  grasp  your 
opportunities  when  they  rise  up.  Play  in  that  game  Saturday 
and  then  write  your  financial  backer  that,  like  Gene  Tunney, 
you're  through.  If  Berneice  elevates  the  nose,  just  cast  her 
off  like  old  clothes  and  she'll  eat  out  of  your  hand  in  a  week." 
While  the  above  conversation  was  taking  place  not  less 
than  two  other  little  four-wall  sessions  were  in  progress  at 
the  other  end  of  Grigsby's  campus.  Helen  Lang,  an  old 
schoolmate  of  Hub's  back  in  Spudville,  was  sitting  pajama- 
clad  before  her  desk,  jotting  down  recent  Grigsby  scandal 
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for  the  girl  chum  back  in  Spudville.  After  mentioning  that 
she  thought  quadratics  the  duckiest  little  things  ever,  she  de- 
voted a  paragraph  to  the  manner  in  which  Hub  Fixmer  was 
careening  to  the  dogs.  He  was  dating  a  cigarette  smoking 
co-ed  from  the  East  who  read  such  horrible  books  as  those 
of  S.  Freud,  and  used  too  much  mascara. 

In  a  study  room  of  one  of  Grigsby's  sorority  houses,  a  cer- 
tain Miss  Garcia  Oogilby  and  a  Miss  Berneice  Wilder  were 
comparing  notes  on  dates  of  the  day.  Berneice  had  just  con- 
fided the  secret  of  Hub  Fixmer's  predicament.  "Oh,  isn't 
that  just  too  plebeian,"  gurgled  Miss  Oogilby.  "But  of 
course,"  she  continued,  "he  isn't  really  on  the  first  team." 

"He's  doped  out  to  have  his  chance  Saturday,"  flashed 
Berneice.  "Darry  Jedd  parted  with  that  information  in  a 
little  chat  we  had  down  on  the  corner  this  evening.  This  is 
his  first  year  out,  you  know,  and  this  is  but  our  second  game." 

"All  right,  Berneice,"  gurgled  the  cute  little  Oogilby  once 
more,  "I  will  bet  my  alligator  bandbox  against  your  man- 
icure set  that  Hub  Fixmer  doesn't  play  one  skinny  second  in 
the  game  with  Hillsdale  Saturday." 

Berneice  Wilder  agreed  to  the  wager  mainly  to  retain  her 
reputation  as  a  good  sport,  for  she  did  not  have  any  great 
faith  in  Hub's  ability  to  make  good.  A  little  later  the  two 
girls  clicked  their  mules  on  the  floor  and  dropped  into 
slumber. 

It  was  Friday  evening  and  two  people  at  Grigsby  had  ar- 
rived at  two  conclusions :  Grigsby's  coach  had  concluded  that 
Dick  Steubbins  could  not  last  more  than  the  first  half  of  the 
game  on  the  morrow,  and  Miss  Garcia  Oogilby  was  making 
elaborate  plans  to  prevent  the  loss  of  an  alligator  bandbox. 

Let  us  pass  over  the  mental  processes  of  Grigsby's  coach 
and  turn  to  a  Miss  Garcia  Oogilby  waxing  eloquent  in  a  con- 
versation with  Helen  Lang,  native  of  Spudville. 

"Don't  you  think  something  might  go  wrong  and  hurt 
someone's  feelings?"  Helen  was  asking  in  her  most  polished 
English. 

"Oh  no,  my  dear,"  purred  the  perennial  school  girl  from 
Kentucky's  various  boarding  places,  "you  see,  it  will  be  such 
a  jolly  little  joke  on  Hub.  Just  you  wire  this  friend  of  yours 
in  Spudville  and  have  her  wire  Hub  the  following  message: 
'PLAY  FOOTBALL  SATURDAY  AND  I  AM 
THROUGH  WITH  YOU  THIS  IS  FINAL. 

"'JEREMIAH  FIXMER.'" 

Helen  regarded  the  message  skeptically  for  some  moments 
before  speaking,  and  then,  "if  you  promise  never,  never  to  tell 
that  I  had  a  hand  in  this  I  will  send  the  message." 

"Oh,  my  dear,  you  have  my  word,"  soothed  Miss  Oogilby, 
"just  you  jump  in  the  car  with  me  and  we'll  run  down  and 
send  the  wire  right  now." 

At  exactly  six  minutes  of  twelve  o'clock  one  of  the  West- 
ern Union  bicycles  trundled  up  to  Hub's  boarding  house  and 
belched  a  boy  with  the  miserable  wire. 

The  shock  of  the  news  settled  on  Hub  like  the  proverbial 
frost  on  the  pumpkin,  and  in  a  semi-daze  he  walked  to  the 
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opposite  end  of  his  room  and  kicked  the  drawers  out  of  his 
bureau.  At  that  moment  Darry  Jedd  walked  into  the  room. 
One  look  at  his  pal's  face  told  more  than  many  words  might 
express.  Hub  turned  and  stared  dumbly  at  Jedd  as  he  held 
out  the  message  to  him.  After  a  moment's  scowling  at  the 
wire  Darry  crumpled  it  angrily  in  his  hand  and  slowly  walked 
over  to  the  window.  Suddenly  he  wheeled  around  and 
shouted,  "Thumbs  down  on  your  Dad!  You've  got  to  be 
in  the  game  this  afternoon  and  you'll  be  there  or  an  M.  D. 
will  visit  these  parts."  He  extended  his  right  hand  beseech- 
ingly to  Hub  and  began,  "Are  you  going  to  fade  out  on  your 
old  pal,  and  Berneice,  and  Grigsby,  just  when  we  are  all 
betting  on  you  to  do  things?" 

Hub's  jaw  shifted  to  the  left  and  set,  and  as  his  hand  shot 
out  to  clasp  Darry 's  he  said 
defiantly,  "I'll  come  out  with 
the  team  and  watch  for  a 
break,  but  I'll  pack  my  grips 
for  Spudville  tonight." 

The  great  Hillsdale-Grigs- 
by  football  game  was  on. 
The  Grigsby  cheering  section 
was  tearing  holes  in  the  sky 
with  its  rolling  rahs.  Dick 
Steubbins  was  in  the  game 
going  strong,  and  Hub  Fix- 
mer  was  sitting  on  twenty- 
four  inches  of  bench.  On  two 
seats  of  the  eighth  tier  up,  in 
the  very  middle  of  the  Grigs- 
by section,  two  already  hoarse 
Grigsby  girls  were  wonder- 
ing if  the  Grigsby  eleven 
would  be  able  to  push  over 
for  a  touchdown  or  some- 
thing before  the  end  of  the 
half,  just  to  keep  the  score 
from  being  seven  to  nothing 
in  favor  of  Hillsdale.  Two 
minutes  later  a  man  in  white 
pants  fired  a  gun  and  a  lull 
pervaded  the  Grigsby  section, 
while  the  Hillsdale  group 
went  wild. 

In  the  third  quarter  each 
team  fought  as  if  dealing  with  a  matter  of  life  and  death.  In 
spite  of  the  clever  work  of  the  Grigsby  eleven,  Hillsdale 
rushed  through  for  another  touchdown.  A  great  shivery 
groan  ran  along  the  Grigsby  ranks,  succeeded  by  a  half- 
hearted cheer  when  the  attempt  to  kick  the  goal  failed.  With 
the  ball  in  Grigsby's  hands,  ten  yards  from  the  goal  line,  the 
whistle  blew,  ending  the  third  quarter. 

Hub  Fixmer  still  sat  on  his  section  of  bench.     A  little 


blue-eyed  girl  on  the  eigiith   tier  up  was  already  mourning 
the  loss  of  a  nice  manicure  set. 

In  the  first  five  minutes  of  the  last  quarter  the  famous 
Dick  Steubbins  got  into  open  field  with  the  ball  and  ran 
twenty  yards  for  a  spectacular  touchdown,  after  which  he 
kicked  the  goal  himself.  The  heavens  rained  hats  on  the 
Grigsby  stands.  With  but  four  minutes  yet  to  go  Steubbins 
received  an  injury  which  necessitated  his  being  carried  from 
the  field.  When  the  cheers  for  Steubbins  subsided.  Hub  Fix- 
mer was  running  to  and  fro  before  the  bench  he  had  so  long 
kept  warm.  In  ten  seconds  he  had  reported  to  the  referee 
and  the  two  teams  were  facing  each  other  again.  After  three 
plays  the  ball  was  in  Grigsby  hands,  but  a  few  yards  from 
the  sideline  next  to  the  Grigsby  stands.  As  the  ball  snapped 
into  play  a  momentary  lull 
gripped  both  cheering  stands. 
In  that  brief  moment  the  boy 
from  the  bench  heard  a  soli- 
tary hoarse  feminine  voice, 
half  wail,  "Get  in  there. 
Hub,  and  do  something."  As 
if  touched  by  a  charged  wire, 
Hub  bolted  toward  the  cen- 
ter of  the  field,  oblivious  of 
the  signal  called  and  con- 
scious only  that  he  was  get- 
ting into  open  field.  As  a 
scurrying  rabbit  turns  his 
eyes  back  to  see  his  pursuer, 
so  did  Hub  fling  a  backward 
glance  over  his  right  shoul- 
der just  in  time  to  see  a  foot- 
ball bearing  down  on  him  like 
a  bullet.  Automatically  he 
extended  his  hands  and  it  set- 
tled in  his  clutch.  Like  a 
toreador  with  a  broken  sus- 
pender he  ran  for  the  goal 
line.  On  and  on  he  sped  with 
a  fleet  Hillsdale  end  follow- 
ing his  every  swerve  and 
stride  not  two  steps  behind. 
Would  he  never  get  there! 
Suddenly  the  earth  slipped 
away  like  a  coward  and  Hub 
formed  the  keystone  in  a  human  arch  composed  of  heels  and 
knees.  The  cheering  sections  stood  breathless.  Had  he 
gotten  across? 

A  whistle  blew  somewhere  just  as  the  ball  sailed  between 
the  goal  posts.  It  rained  hats  again  in  the  Grigsby  stands 
and  Miss  Garcia  Oogilby  ceded  a  perfectly  good  alligator 
bandbox  to  a  Miss  Berneice  Wilder,  who  later  that  evening, 
said,  "I  always  knew  you  could  do  it,  you  big  handsome  boy." 


Illustrated    by      Wendell      O.      Kling 
and    Albert     Bennett     Moore 
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Well,  another  month  has  rolled 
around,  football  informals  and  politics 
have  once  more  become  popular  and  a 
few  people  around  this  here  school,  as 
Al  Smith  would  say,  have  been  getting 
themselves  in  enough  trouble,  so  that  the 
editor  feels  that  he  can  still  use  your 
Aunt  Polly.  But  before  we  say  any- 
thing else,  it  might  be  well  to  say  that 
this  is  a  brand  new  Aunt  Polly,  the  old 
one  having  died  or  left  school  or  some- 
thing.    Anyway,  listen  here.   .   .   . 


All  of  which  brings  us  to  the  gist  of 
this  month's  work.  We  still  continue  to 
hear  from  Gen  Aby  and  Julie  Holmes, 
but  we've  all  heard  about  what  they  do 
before,  so  why  chatter.  At  present  we 
are  concentrating  on  thet  very,  very  de- 
lightful young  madonna,  Marion  Spren- 
ger,  by  name;  to  date  we  haven't  got 
anything  on  her  but  the  season's  young, 
so  watch  your  step,  bebbe !  Rushing 
comes  to  mind,  at  this  juncture,  and  we 
step  up  and  announce  that  the  dear,  dear 
sisters  of  old  Kappa  Kappa  Gam  won 
the  Intersorority  Rushing  Relays.  They 
pledged  some  twenty-eight  innocents — 
(p.  s.  All  Changing  Verra'  Rapidly)  — 
with  this  Seanor  bim  leading  the  pack  in 
the  metamorphasizz.  Accent  on  the 
sizz !  Mebbe  you've  seen  her  with  some- 
body's bandanna  over  her  beautiful  gol- 
den hair.  No  hats  over  at  the  Kappa 
kennel,  evidently.  Oh  well,  lookit  the 
Packards  they  pledged ! 


Enough  Phi  Delts,  including  Jimmy 
Griffin,  who  seems  to  have  found  that 
which  Ponce  de  Leon  sought,  returned 
this  Fall  for  that 
organization  to 
'^'  i.-V'll  maintain  a  chapter 
upon  the  campus. 
The  Sigma  Nus 
scattered  their 
members  about  the 
campus  but  snagged 
enough  noble  Nor- 
dics to  keep  their 
house  open.  The 
Phi  Psis  were  worried  this  Fall,  their 
alumni  having  drawn  the  color  line. 
And  the  Scribblers — well,  they  kept 
enough  boys  from  going  into  the  open 
house  south  of  their  grain  elevator,  and 


are  quite  het  up  over  it.  These  Greeks 
.  .  .  gee!  The  Delta  Gammas  inher- 
ited Frances  Halstead,  datter  of  their 
national  president,  and  although  they 
really  didn't  lose  in  the  transaction,  they 
may  no  longer  be  seen  scaling  the  walls 
at  three  in  the  morning,  nor  do  they  use 
the  shade  of  the  old  Elm  just  across  the 
street  as  a  smoking  room,  as  was  their 
custom  after  particularly  hot  chapter 
meetings.  Some  caustic  person  has  sug- 
gested that  it  be  called  the  D.  G.  con- 
vent and  that  the  sisters  adopt  hoods  and 
robes  of  dull  black.  But  that,  of  course, 
would  be  foolishment,  and  sounds  as  if 
it  originated  at  a  Sunday  nite  session 
over  at  the  Beta  house,  third  floor,  south 
arch.  Of  all  the  gaul,  eh  Julie — an' 
Teddy? 


At  this  writing,  too,  it  was  rumored 
that  the  National  Outdoor  Advertising 
Company  was  suing  the  dear  Sigma 
Chis  for  failure  to  attach  the  company's 
signature  to  the  billboard  in  bronze  that 
stares  so  dejectedly  at  everyone  from  the 
front  of  their  house.  Personally,  Mr. 
Advertiser,  we  wouldn't  want  to  claim  it. 


Dean  Kent  retains  his  solid  popularity 
amongst  the  students  although  some  are 
losing  faith  in  him  as  Jerre  Hartman  re- 
ports an  increase  in  the  number  of  frosh 
athletes.  It  is  thought  that  Summer 
Scott  prevailed  upon  his  pater  to  pull 
some  of  them  through  in  hope  that  they 
would  go  Beta.  And  the  plan  seemed 
about  ready  to  prove  a  success  until  some 
of  these  athletes  happened  to  spy  a  Beta 
pin  on  lovely  Lawson  Hahn,  ex-cheer- 
leader de  luxe ;  then  said  rushees  thanked 
Scott  and  joined  fraternities. 


Just  outside  of  the  Publications 
office,  Room  lOl  U.  H.  roosts  a  li'l 
box  bearing  the  nanie  POLLY- 
ANA.  It  is  for  your  use.  Aunt 
Polly  has  provided  this  receptacle 
u'here  you  may  whisper  choice  bits 
of  scandal  that  might  otherwise 
escape  her  notice.  The  contribu- 
tions may  be  brief  or  lengthy,  and 
need  not  be  signed;  uh  huh,  ive 
'spect  many  catty  things  about  him 
'n   her.    Won't  it  be  grand? 


The  sisters  of  Chi  Omega  have  a 
pledge  but  she  disappeared  after  the  But- 
ler game.  A  movement  is  on  foot  to 
secure  another.  Now  that  Florence  Bade 
has  thet  new  cah,  perhaps  they'll  get  one. 
Who  knows? 


According  to  Elgin  Narrin,  the  cam- 
pus is  going  to  the  dogs  politically. 
Why?  Because  Spike  Sanford  and  the 
S.  A.  E.s  fell  into 
the  camp  of  the 
enemy.  Casting  his 
eagle  eye  about,  said 
Spike  found  the 
upperclassman  who 
most  resembled  a 
freshman  and  made 
Sam  Givens,  of  the 
Phi  Psi  conglumera- 
tion,  president  of  the  class  of  '32  ...  . 
that  is,  until  the  latter  come  to  their 
senses  some  time  in  November  and  elect 
a  Monacoan  or  a  fraternity  man  to  pre- 
side over  their  affairs. 
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Co-managers  of  the  football  team,  Mc- 
Bean  and  Dixon,  are  seen  daily  passing 
out  oranges  to  the  athletes  and  glower- 
ing at  each  other.  Meanwhile  Jack  Mc- 
Kinley,  the  little  devil,  just  sneers  and 
looks  forward  to  better  days. 


The  campus  misses  the  Richers,  or  the 
Gallaghers — either  way  you  wish — but 
Carl  Ziegler  and  Jo  Heffner  are  keep- 
ing up  the  Phi  Kap-Chi  Omega  tradi- 
tion. Phlerbes,  hero  of  our  hygienic 
Parrot,  too,  has  gone  the  way  of  all  grad- 
uates leaving  Jane  Clover  and  sloe-eyes 
Al  Church  to  mourn  his  going. 


The  S.  A.  E.s  jump  into  the  spotlight 
again  this  month  though  after  the  last 
issue  they  were  bound  and  determined 
that  they  had  had  more  than  their  share 
of  publicity.  It  looks  as  if  their  teas 
really  were  raising  the  social  standing  of 
the  boys  after  all.  Johnny  Whittaker, 
one  of  the  herd  who  went  through  last 
jear  has  been  for  some  time  infatuated 
with  a  certain  Lil  Corydon,  commonly 
known  as  the  queen  of  the  Commerce 
school,  which  isn't  saying  much.  But 
anyway,  John  got  himself  pretty  well 
spiked  the  other  nite  on  something 
stronger  than  sody  water  and  went 
whooping  it  up  like  a  Wrangler.  In  this 
delirium  he  kept  repeating  over  and  over, 
"I'd  give  my  life  for  that  girl;  I  want 
to  die  for  her."  And  judging  from  the 
way  he  looked  the  next  morning,  he 
almost  did ! 

Aunt  Polly. 
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Remorse 

I  never  go  past  the  Pi  Phi  arch 

But  I  always  stop  for  a  minute 

To  look  at  the  arch,  the  poor  old  arch — 

The  arch  with  nobody  in  it. 

I've  spent  many  hours  in  the  Pi  Phi  arch 

Hours  of  sweet  good  nights. 

But  now  there's  no  use  for  it  anymore 

For  someone  put  in  some  lights. 

Haw  ley  San  ford. 


An  Experiment  in  Sixes 

Oh,  there's  nothing  to  say 
And  no  way  to  say  it — 

And  yet  something  urges 

Me  on  to  convey  it 
In  a  letter  to  you — ■ 
Please  won't  you  repay  it? 

I  long  to  be  with  you 
— I  know  I  can't  do  it — 

Still,  if  I  am  writing 

I'm  getting  near  to  it. 
I'm  saying  "I  love  you!" 
But  then,  dear,  you  knew  it! 

So  just  write  me  often 
And  then  I'll  be  nigh  you — 
It's  not  what  the  words  say 
But  just  what  they  try  to — 
One  page  or  a  dozen  — 
The  same,  Dear,  as  I  do ! 

Darrell  JJ  are. 


Mr.  Punn's  Pfun 

"Hello,  Punn,  just  back  from  a  trip?" 

"Yep.    Just  fell  for  another  girl." 

"How  did  it  happen?" 

"Well,  on  my  way  back  from  the 
game  I  was  sitting  next  to  a  pretty  girl. 
She  asked  me  if  I  could  cedar  woods. 
Of  course,  it  was  so  dark  that  I  couldn't 
see  anything,  but  that  was  oak  kay  with 
me.  At  first  I  thought  she  was  trying 
to  make  a  sap  out  of  me,  so  I  got  up, 
made  my  bough,  and  started  to  leave. 
Then  it  gave  me  a  twig  in  my  heart  to 
feel  that  I  was  not  poplar.  I  was  al- 
most ready  to  balsom  when  she  said  I 
was  barking  up  the  wrong  tree.  At  that 
I  spruced  up  a  bit.  But  when  I  tried  to 
talk  to  her  my  tongue  twisted  up  my 
words  as  cotton  wood.  I  did  manage  to 
say  that  I  pine  for  sympathy.  She 
laughed  at  that  lumbering  remark  and  I 
admit  she  had  reason  to." 

"Well  a  hemlock  you  deserves  to  be 
laughed  at  occasionally." 

"Looks  like  I'm  going  to  be  just  a 
walnut  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"What  fir?  Willow  ever  try  to  be 
anything  else?" 

"By  hickory,  no!  I'm  through  with 
women!"  H.  E.  R. 


MORE  POLITICS 
He — Gee,  is  that  a  Hooverized  dress? 
She — Ya,  very  little  waist. 


Ain't  a  worm  the  funny  beast — no 
hips,  n'r  ears,  and  the  funniest  expression 
on  his  face. 


"When  are  you  leaving  for  the  Indi- 
ana game?" 

"We're  driving  Saturday  to  avoid  the 
crowds  that  are  going  Friday  to  avoid  the 
crowds  that  are  going  Saturday." 


SENIOR  SONG 
When    the    last   timid    Frosh    has    been 

rushed. 
And  all  plastered  up  with  a  pin ; 
When  we've  tea-ed  them  and  dined  them 

and  pledged  them. 
And  it's  time  for  their  work  to  begin, 
We  shall  rest,  and,  faith,  we  shall  need 

it — 
Sit  tight  for  six  months  or  so 
While  we  train  all  these  innocent  pledges 
In  the  wav  that  we  think  thev  should  go. 
B.  F.  H. 


GOLDSTEIN  CARRIES  THE  PIGSKIN 


Dere  Proffessor : 

I  dezire  you  to  apologize  for  your 
unessory  treetment  of  my  son,  manely 
becauz  he  is  my  boy  and  manely  becauz 
it  aint  your  bizness  to  repremand.  He 
is  a  wunderfull  boy  and  will  be  a  im- 
portant man  in  the  fuecher — just  mark 
my  wurds. 

Si'nserely, 
J.   Salamander  Harmonica. 


Dear  Mr.  Harmonica: 

I  have  marked  your  words  and  find 
that  75%  of  them  are  incorrectly 
spelled.  I  want  you  to  feel  free  to  call 
upon  me  for  any  further  information,  for 
I  shall  be  glad  to  assist  you. 

Yours  very  respectfully, 

Orpheus  Delirium. 


The  Brute 

He  struck  her  but  she  uttered  not  a 
sound.  He  struck  her  again  butt  no 
wurd  eskapt  her  lipz.  Once  moor  he 
hitter  on  the  hedd  brax  thing  that  she 
wuz,  but  she  did  not  even  whimpurr. 
Then  enraged  beond  reezon  at  her  un- 
concern of  his  akshuns,  the  bruite  ut- 
tered a  oath  &  began  raining  bloo  after 
bloo  on  her  prettie  little  hedd,  even 
skratching  her  in  his  madnus.  Even 
thro  this  she  had  remained  silent.  But 
finilly,  not  being  able  to  stand  it  eny 
longer,  she  heeved  a  reluktant  sputer  & 
burst  into  flame.  Match  this  if  you  can. 
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DEDICATION 

To  football  in  general  is  this  number 
dedicated,  but  in  point,  it  is  to  Walter 
Rong\vald  Holmer  of  Moline,  Captain 
of  this  year's  Wildcats  that  this  number 
is  in  reality  dedicated.  Walt  Holmer 
is  to  us  an  ideal.  He  stands  for  leader- 
ship as  leadership  should  be  upon  a  foot- 
ball field  .  .  .  and  off.  He  stands  for 
fineness  and  for  good  fellowship,  for  the 
best  type  of  young  man  that  we  have 
come  into  contact  with.  And  we  know 
him  well  after  some  three  years  of  living 


with  him  as  a  brother.  We  know  his 
ability  on  the  field  and  we  hope  that  he'll 
gain  national  recognition;  but  whether  he 
does  or  not,  as  a  real,  honest-to-goodness 
fellow,  he'll  always  be  an  AU-American 
to  us. 
10 


THE  HONOR  ST  STEM 

The  honor  sjstem.  AVe've  been  won- 
dering about  it  quite  a  bit  lately  and  have 
been  kind  of  thinking  that  it  really  ought 
to  be  in  use  here  at  Northwestern.  No 
fooling.  When  you  consider  the  present 
inadequate  system  .  .  .  competitive 
cheating  it  has  been  termed  by  someone 
.  .  .  where  you  have  a  proctor  at  each 
corner  of  the  room  untrusting  of  any 
move  that  you  make,  one  sometimes  does 
get  to  thinking  that  perhaps  the  present 
system  could  be  improved.  We  think 
that  it  could  and  that  it  should. 
Frankly,  the  present  way  of  doing  things 
around  here  is  wet.  You  vie  with  the 
professor  and  try  to  get  away  with  as 
much  as  you  can.  And  why  not?  If 
you  can't  make  him  believe  that  you  can 
be  trusted,  why  let  him  jump  in  the  lake 
and  you'll  play  the  game  the  way  he 
thinks  you  do,  so's  he  won't  be  disap- 
pointed. Here's  the  way  we  feel  about 
it:  We  have  j'ust  as  high  minded  folks 
attending  this  university  as  there  are  in 
any  university  in  the  country.     They're 


peaches.  They're  fine.  And  they  have 
the  interest  of  old  N.  U.  at  heart 
and  they  want  to  see  it  establish  a  school 
spirit  that  is  second  to  none  as  school 
spirits  go.  They  want  to  be  trusted  and 
to  do  things  right  and  they  hate  the 
childish,  kindergarten  proctoring  system 
that  goes  on  here.  Hell,  at  Washington 
and  Lee  a  man  would  be  literally  tarred 
and  feathered  if  he  cheated.  You  may 
believe  this  or  not,  but  the  honor  sys- 
tem there  is  so  perfect  that  a  five  dollar 
bill  was  lost  on  the  campus  and  the  finder 


pinned  it  to  tlie  bulletin  board,  where  it 
stayed  for  five  da^s  before  the  owner 
claimed  it.  That's  honor  as  it  should  be. 
If  a  man  has  no  honor  what  has  he  got? 
Give  us  a  chance  to  do  and  we'll  do  it 
right  and  we'll  get  more  out  of  school 
than  we  ever  got  before. 
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THE  PRESIDENTIAL 
ELECTION 

The  day  of  the  electing  of  the  presi- 
dent of  these  United  States  is  upon  us. 
As  college  students,  as  people  with  a  de- 
sire to  see  good  government  flourish,  as 


men  and  women  with  America's  interest 
at  heart,  every  last  one  of  us  who  are  of 
age  should  wend  our  ways  to  the  polls 
on  November  sixth  and  vote  for  the  can- 
didate which  we  think  is  best.  Let's  do 
it  now  and  let's  do  it  right. 


THE  MEN'S  UNION 

Another  thing  we  need  at  this  estab- 
lishment of  ours  is  not  another  organiza- 
tion, but  one  that  is  integrative  of  all 
other  organizations  and  at  the  same  time 
takes  over  vital  functions  that  must  of 
necessity  be  taken  care  of  if  we  continue 
our  progress  in  the  new  field  of  greater 
university  life.  It  must  be  a  source  of 
vitality  and  mutual  inspiration  for  the 
existing  organizations.  A  Union,  it  may 
be,  can  accomplish  these  vital  ends. 
Surely  such  an  organization  has  proven 
its  worth  at  other  universities.  It  can  be 
IN   FACT  the  fraternity  of  ALL  the 


men  on  the  campus.  It  belongs  to  every 
man ;  it  is  one  organization  that  sniffs  at 
politics,  that  is  organized  for  the  good  of 
every  man  on  the  campus.  It  is  estab- 
lished with  the  idea  of  unifying  the  entire 
campus  so  that  a  real  Wildcat  spirit 
might  show  at  all  times — FOR  OUR 
ALMA  MATER.  It  must  succeed ;  it 
must  become  a  reality.  It  must  be 
established  now,  and  well  established. 

This  fellowship  of  Northwestern  men 
must  come  and  the  only  chance  it  has  is 
for  everyone  to  demand  it. 

Northwestern  has  changed  to  the  out- 
side world  from  a  small  middlewestern 
college  to  a  great  university  and  we  of 
the  student  body  must  educate  ourselves 
up  to  this  new  and  finer  position.  We 
can  and  will  look  toward  a  more  com- 
plete life — greater  appreciation  of  art, 
literature,  music;  appreciation  of  North- 
western's  high  standing,  of  the  accom- 
plishment of  our  professors  and  leaders; 
a  better  knowledge  of  what  true  school 
spirit  is;  greater  appreciation  of  the  tra- 
dition and  meaning  built  around  our 
campus  and  of  the  beauty  of  our  sur- 
roundings ;  a  development  of  our  man- 
power by  getting  everyone  to  work  and 
thinking  highly  of  our  university.  Let's 
make  of  it  a  greater  fraternity  of  North- 
western men;  let's  build  a  true  love  for 
our,  and  the  greatest.  Alma  Mater ;  let's 
make  of  ourselves  the  strongest  group  of 
alumni  there  is — while  we  are  in  school. 

A  closer,  more  vital  coordination  of 
organizations,  development  of  man- 
power, greater  appreciation  for  our  Alma 
Mater,   increased   fellowship  of   North- 


western men,  an  enlightened  attitude  for 
the  more  worth-while  parts  of  college 
life !    Let's  get  some  action ! 


THE  PICTURE  ON 
THE  WALL 

The  picture  that  hangs  just  above 
our  very  neglected  study  desk  is  one  of 
a  white  haired  gentleman  with  a  walrus 
mustache,  kindly  eyes  and  a  bumpy  nose. 
His  tie  is  white,  as  is  his  shirt  and  his 
suit  and  vest.  He  looks  like  a  nice 
fellah,  and  when  I  read  the  inscription 
at  the  bottom.  Yours  Truly,  Mark 
Tiva'tn,   I   know  he's  all   that   he   looks. 


You  know,  he's  supposed  to  be  our 
greatest  humorist,  and,  you  know,  I 
think  he  is.  Consequently  his  picture  is 
going  to  hang  right  where  it  is  as  long 
as  this  editor  holds  down  the  editorial 
chair.  For,  his  type  of  humor,  the  best, 
is  going  to  be  the  kind  we're  going  to  try 
to  put  into  this  magazine.  We're  go- 
ing to  keep  out  everything  but  the  good 
stuff  and  that  is  going  in.  Here's  to  the 
Parrot,  may  it  be  to  college  humor  what 
Mark  Twain  was  to  all  humor. 

Which  is  really  about  all  there  is  to 
say. 

jr.  H.  Fetridge. 


^S^® 


Charles  Patton  is  the  honorable  gentleman  whom  we  would  very  much  like  to  introduce  to  you  this  month.  He  is  a  very 
entrancing  gentleman,  is  this  feller  who  has  written  the  short  story  which  appears  in  our  enlightened  periodical.  Look  at 
his  accomplishments  in  the  literary  line.  He's  written  a  short  story  for  CosjiiopoUtan,  one  for  Collier's,  and  many  for  the 
International  Syndicate  which  syndicates  short  stories  to  newspapers  all  over  the  country.  Then  he's  been  commissioned  by 
a  famous  travel  company  to  write  a  book  on  travel  and  then, — but  why  go  on? — it  is  but  to  tell  of  endless  achievements  for  a 
verra'  verra'  young  man  in  the  literary  line.  But  as  to  who  he  is  on  the  campus,  let  me  whisper  that  he  wears  the  pledge 
pin  of  Lambda  Chi,  thinks  highly  of  Al  Smith,  is  but  a  sophomore  in  the  school  of  Liberal  Arts,  and  in  his  odd  moments — - 
oh  so  odd ! — he  labors  in  the  office  of  the  Dean  of  Men  doing  work  and  plenty  of  it.  But  we  know  you're  going  to  like  his 
story  as  much  as  we  did,  and  anyway  .  .  .  aw,  go  ahead  and  see  fer  yourself! 

And  Iri'  Breger,  our  sweet  li'l  art  editor  who  does  his  stuff  on  Bristol  Board,  and  oh  what  a  job  he  do.  Lanssakealive ! 
His  googilyeyed  college  boys  and  college  girls  have  gained  him  fame  thruout  the  collegiate  world,  and  his  offerings — of 
course  they're  free — have  been  well  accepted  by  our  older  brother  College  Humor,  whom  you  no  doubt  have  heard  of.  But, 
no  foolin',  we  take  particular  pride  in  Irv's  work  this  month  .  .  .  his  spiniferous  cover  and  his  Goldstein  Carries  the  Pig- 
skin, which  we  ask  of  you  .  .  .  isn't  it  the  funniest  thing  you  ever  saw?  We  think  so,  ennyway,  so  thass  how  it  got  in.  But 
here's  to  Irv  .  .  .  may  he  go  on  and  on  and  on  .  .  .  and  may  his  googilyeyed  characters  gain  more  fame  and  more  fame. 
That's  what  we're  hoping  and,  frankly,  we  don't  fear  much  that  our  dreams  will  be  in  vain  ...  do  you? 
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"Where's  your  buddy?" 
"He's  out  west.     Went  out  fo 
"Did  he  make  it?" 


tuberculosis.' 


OH!   OH! 

There  is  a  young  person  named  Millie, 
Whose  actions  are  what  you'd  call  sillie. 
She  went  to  a  ball 
Dressed  in  nothing  at  all, 
Pretending  to  represent  Chile. 
12 


FATHER'S  LAMENT 
I  sent  my  son  to  college 
Alack,  alack,  alack. 
It  cost  me  many  dollars 
And  I  got  a  quarter  back. 


Our  AU-American 

Yea,  bo,  football.  Here  we  are  with 
the  first  All-American.  Our  sports  au- 
thority has  just  completed  his  extensive 
trip  around  the  country,  in  the  news- 
papers, and  has  composed  the  only  au- 
thoritative statement.  We  have  here  for 
our  readers  his  choice. 

Left  End ■  • .  Fleet  of  Navy 

Left  Tackle Dust  of  Rhodes 

Left  Guard Wheat  of  Minnesota 

Center Hub  of  Wheeling 

Right  Guard Corn  of  Nebraska 

Right  Tackle Hale  Columbia 

Right  End-  ■ Shot  Army 

Quarterback Silver  of  Washington 

Left  Half Winds  of  Florida 

Right  Half Jacks  of  Missouri 

Fullback Yegg  of  Chicago 

Our  ends,  Fleet  and  Shot,  can't  be 
beat.  They  are  service  men  and  are 
well  trained.  Fleet  has  a  good  cruising 
radius  and  few  can  get  through  or 
around  him.  Shot  has  the  speed  and  is 
ke  a  hawk. 

At  tackle  we  find  Dust  and  Hale. 
All  season  Dust  has  been  smothering  the 
opposition  and  Hale's  enthusiasm  has 
bolstered  his  side  many  times. 

Guards  have  been  hard  to  pick.  Our 
choice  falls  on  Wheat  and  Corn  because 
they  are  heavy,  get  into  the  thick  of  all 
fights,  sure  trainers,  and  their  loss 
would  be  felt  too  keenly  to  overlook 
them. 

Hub  is  undeniably  the  man  for  the 
center  berth.  Everything  has  been  cen- 
tered around  all  season  and  he  is  a  good 
pivot  on  all  fast  plays. 

Despite  a  flock  of  outstanding  backs, 
our  choice  is  again  an  arbitrary  one.  No 
one  can  deny  the  Yegg  of  Chicago  has 
an  international  reputation.  The  way 
he  tears  through  the  opposition  wins  him 
his  posts.  At  quarter  we  have  another 
almost  unanimous  choice.  Silver  of 
Washington  is  quick,  moves  fast,  has  a 
big  head  on  him,  and  chooses  his  plays 
well.  As  a  safety  man  he  is  a  good  tip. 
Winds  has  been  tearing  things  up  in 
his  section  in  a  most  thorough  fashion. 
He  can't  be  stopped  and  when  he  tears 
loose  it  means  a  sure  loss  to  the  oppo- 
nents. His  partner.  Jacks,  is  a  stubborn 
fellow  but  at  kicking  he  has  few  equals. 
It  is  this  art  alone  that  has  kept  his  team 
in  the  national  eye. 

This  is  our  choice,  we  expect  it  to  be 
criticized  but  insist  that  it  has  been  fairly 
picked,  is  of  good  caliber,  and  well  bal- 
anced. 

H.  E.  R. 


P  L  RPL  E 


PARROT 


Ballad  of  Education 

"Hey,  you,  quit  shoving  this  door; 
How  can  a  fellow  get  through?" 
"Stand  back,  there  is  room  for  no  more!" 
"Not  the  pink  card ;  give  me  the  blue." 
"Number  two  thousand  seventy-two? 
You  can't  get  in  here  today." 
"And  here,  think  this  over,  you. 
In  college  one  studies,  they  say. 

"What  you  doing  tomorrow  at  four? 
Drop  in  at  the  house,  Alpha  Mu. 
The  fellows  have  seen  you  before. 
And  want  to  see  more  of  you,  too." 
"What  do  you  think  of  Chi  Nu?" 
"Look  at  our  chess  captain.  Clay. 
No  athletes,  but  here's  something  true. 
In  college  one  studies,  they  say." 

"These  parties  are  always  a  bore ; 
Let's  walk  while  the  rest  dance  a  few." 
"Aw,  Babe,  you  don't  want  to  get  sore, 
How  should  I  know  there's  such  heavy 

dew?" 
"Hey,  look,  Bill,  there's  something  new !" 
"Friday?    You  certainly  may!" 
"Now  there  is  the  kind  of  girl  who 
In  college  one  studies,  they  say." 

ENVOY 

A  careworn  and  studious  crew. 
Weighted  down  by  all  work  and  no  play  ; 
If  asked  just  what  they  all  do, 
"In  college,  one  studies,"  they  say. 

J.  M.  H. 


Ode 
I 

She  drinks  in  silence  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies 
The  best  of  beer  that's  dark  or  light 
She  never  to  her  friends  denies 
It's  mellowed  to  that  tender  light 
Which  brings  a  sparkle  to  her  eyes. 

II 
One  shot  the  more,  one  stein  the  less 
.  Oft  half  impaired  the  wondrous  taste 
Which  came  in  every  foaming  glass 
Of  beer  that  had  not  gone  to  waste 
And  oftentimes  it  came  to  pass 
They  carried  her  to  her  dwelling  place. 

Ill 
And  on  that  cheek  and  o'er  that  brow 
So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  hurried  breath  the  eyes  that  glow 
But  tell  of  nights  in  bar-rooms  spent 
The  labels  on  her  bottles  show 
Her  gin's  just  fory-five  per-cent. 

Dick  Oldbag. 


^'-Joiff^'^f^  O'^^n 


'A  reporter  asked  me  to  what  I  attributed  my  great  success  as  a  kicker." 

'What  did  you  tell  him?" 

'I  attributed  it  to  my  mother.     She  was  a  chorus  girl." 
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A  Corner  on  Education 
Children  Only 

By  DARRELL  WARE 

Gather  around  the  desk  here,  children, 
and  I'm  going  to  let  you  in  on  the  secret 
of  the  real  reason  why  there  are  men  and 
women  in  this  world. 

It  all  started  when  a  little  bird,  a 
Robin,  felt  like  flying,  and  so  she  started 
out  on  a  tour.  She  passed  oyer  a  chicken 
yard  and  just  happened  to  see  the  hens 
laying  eggs  around  and  the  roosters  lay- 
ing around  also.  Now,  suddenly  our  lit- 
tle Robin  skidded  one  wing  and  halted 
her  onward  flight,  transfixed  with  an 
idea.  She  caught  the  atmosphere  of  the 
hen-yard,  and  promptly  felt  herself  filled 
with  a  totally  new  desire  to  lay  an  egg-^ 
such  is  the  power  of  suggestion  which  you 
little  tots  know  nothing  about  as  yet. 
She  imagined  creating  an  egg  with — not 
just  plain  white  for  a  color,  but  with — 
say  blue  or  some  such  shade. 

Well,  as  long  as  she  couldn't  lay  eggs 
just  any  place,  the  way  a  delivery  boy 
does,  she  had  to  have  a  spot  to  lay  them 
in.  She  began  a  propaganda  campaign 
on  her  husband,  and  she  had  soon  cor- 
rupted him  so  much  that  he  started  work- 
ing feverishly  to  build  a  basket  for  the 
eggs,  commonly  called  a  nest.  When  the 
receptacle  was  completed,  the  Robin  flew 
over  the  chicken-yard  again,  till  she 
thought  she  had  the  idea  firmly  en- 
trenched in  her,  and  then  she  hastened 
home.  Finally,  she  did  manage  to  lay 
an  egg,  which  feat  caused  her  husband  to 
look  at  her  with  a  new  respect  and  ad- 
miration. 

The  female  Robin  was  a  bit  conceited 
herself.  She  reflected  that  if  she  had  only 
caught  the  hang  of  it  earlier,  she  prob- 
ably would  have  established  her  husband 
as  a  big  egg  man.  Naturally,  she  was 
somewhat  disappointed  because  her  egg 
was  inferior  in  size  to  the  hen-fruit,  but 
she  found  consolation  in  the  knowledge 


that  until  she  really  got  the  swing  of  the 
thing,  she  couldn't  expect  super-eggs.  Be- 
sides, it  was  obvious  that  the  baby  blue 
tint  of  the  shell  was  more  suited  to  a 
small  egg  than  it  would  have  been  to 
such  a  bold  product  as  the  customary  egg 
which  you  children  attack  in  a  variety  of 
forms  each  dawning. 

So  proud  was  the  mother  Robin  of  her 
feat,  that  she  spent  long  hours  hovered 
over  the  little  egg  protectingly.  And  she 
was  quite  upset  because  her  husband 
didn't  pay  much  attention  to  her  troubles. 
In  fact  he  looked  as  if  he  had  some  of 
his  own  all  the  time,  as,  indeed,  he  did. 
For  he  was  a  jealous  individual,  and  had 
built  himself  a  nest  in  another  part  of 
the  woods,  where  he  was  daily  spending 
long  periods  of  time  trying  to  lay  an 
egg,  so  that  his  wife  couldn't  be  said  to 
have  an  edge  on  him.  He  hoped  de- 
voutly for  a  yellow  one — or  maybe  a  p  nk 
with  a  flaming  red  stripe,  but  after  the 
exhausting  labor  of  a  week  in  such  un- 
successful confinement,  he  just  had  to  ad- 
mit that  it  wasn't  in  him  to  lay  an  egg. 
He  even  hinted  to  his  wife  for  a  clue  as 
to  the  maneuvers  gone  through,  but  she 
guarded  her  secret  closely,  and  I  may  as 
well  tell  you,  little  girls,  that  it  is  still 
a  female  bird's  monopoly. 

But  one  day  the  blissful  confidence  of 
the  mother  bird  was  shattered  with  the 
shell  of  her  egg,  and  there  appeared  a 
noisy  little  thing  which  was  a  terrible  sub- 
stitution for  her  beautiful  egg.  Her  hus- 
band now  had  a  great  laugh — a  real 
horse-laugh.  Kids,  given  by  a  Cock 
Robin — and  he  was  insanely  glad  that  his 
effort  hadn't  succeeded.  Mrs.  Robin, 
however,  stuck  out  her  bill  bravely  and 
determined  to  sit  on  this  new  develop- 
ment, and  pretend  that  she  was  satisfied 
with  the  change — nay,  more  .  .  to  feign 
that  she  was  very  happy.  But,  Kids,  she 
smiled  a  sour  smile  those  first  days. 

The  new  development  made  so  much 
noise  that  finally  she  snatched  up  an 
angle-worm,  as  the  nearest  pliable  thing 
at  hand,  and  shoved  it  down  the  throat 


of  the  newcomer,  to  serve  as  a  gag.  It 
disappeared,  and  so  did  the  next  one. 
The  chase  was  on ! 

Then  the  little  one  grew  a  slight 
beard,  and  the  parents  considered  it 
pretty.  After  that,  much  to  their  sur- 
prise, it  became  more  and  more  like  a 
bird,  which  shows  what  environment  will 
do.  And  one  great  day,  the  little  fellow 
closed  his  eyes  and  made  a  dive  from  the 
tree,  landing  wrong  side  up,  but  having 
covered  considerable  space.  The  old  folks 
were  pleased  as  all  get-out  and  they  pat- 
ted their  child  on  the  back,  and  puffed 
him  up  so  generally  that  he  tried  it  again 
and  again,  until  he  perfected  a  fine  take- 
off and  not  a  bad  landing.  In  short,  he 
became  a  pretty  fair  bird. 

The  great  beginning  had  begun.  Life 
in  its  first  form — thusly.  Spring  brings  a 
new  flood  of  ambition  to  everyone,  and 
so,  about  a  year  later,  when  the  Robin 
felt  the  old  desire  egging  her  on,  she 
created  some  more  eggs,  an  improvement 
ovfr  the  single  model  of  the  previous 
year,  and  she  hatched  them.  (They  say 
"hatched  them"  because  the  little  birds 
live  in  the  shell  until  they  grow  a  bill, 
then  they  pick  at  the  shell  and  create  a 
hole,  and,  raising  this  hatch,  they  lope  out 
into  the  world!)  The  yearly  improve- 
ment continued  until  the  Robin  found 
that  she  could  only  cover  a  certain  floor- 
space,  and  hence  extra  eggs  were  just  so 
much  ballast.  So  she  settled  on  about 
four  eggs,  each  Spring. 

Now  even  you  little  children  must  be 
able  to  see  from  the  simple  explanation, 
that  such  a  hypothesis  is  sanctioned  by  all 
conditions  of  intricate  and  explicit 
reasoning.  And  mind  you,  before  you  go 
to  the  old  Tennessee  Bar,  for  lunch,  not 
a  word  of  this  to  your  Mammys  and 
Pappys.  Scopes  nearly  died  in  this  here 
state  for  preaching  evolution,  and  if  you 
told  your  folks,  they'd  probably  switch 
the  next  delivery  on  me.  But  I'm  fear- 
less in  my  beliefs.  This  is  straight  stuff 
— see?  Straight!  And  it  couldn't  be 
nothing  else  but  .   .   Isn't  it  natural? 


^"Jo^e^/^ve  01^*1  fp 
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'You'll   ruin   your  stomach,  old   man,   drinking   that  stuff." 
'  'Sail  right.     It  won't  show  with  my  coat  on." 


SILLY! 

"Have  you  any  rubber  bath  robes?" 
"No,  but  we  have  some  silk  ones." 
"Silk  ones!    Won't  they  fade  if  worr 
in  the  tub?" 


'Just  opened  up  a  new  store." 
'What  business  are  you  in?" 
'Burglary." 


IMAGINE! 
That  girl  could  get  away  with  any- 
thing! 
Yeh? 

Yessir!  Why,  she  ran  an  elevator  in 
the  Loop  for  two  years,  and  she  can't 
even  count  to  twenty. 

P.  C. 


"You  can  do  it  better  with  gas" — even 
suicide. 


ROT! 

"Give  me  a  hammer — I  tore  my 
trousers  on  a  nail." 

"Goodness!  You  can't  mend  them 
with  a  hammer." 


"I  wish  that  Tex  would  propose  to 
le." 
"You  want  to  marry  him?" 
"No,  I  want  the  chance  to  refuse." 
IS 
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"What's  that  railbird  carrying  a  gun  for?" 
"For  the  long  shots,  I  suppose." 


LOVE  HYMN 

"I  hate  to  see  you  go," 
Said  Lily  Orang-utan, 
"You  know  I  love  you  so, 
You  wonderful  big  he-man." 
The  sun  was  setting  in  the  west 
As  Chim  climbed  down  the  vine. 
The  tears  were  running  down  his  vest 
Like  effervescent  wine. 
He  stood  below  and  looked  at  her — 
Oh  how  his  heart  did  pound — 
And  taking  one  last  look  up  there. 
Fell  prostrate  to  the  ground. 
'Twas  just  so  he'd  remember! 
And  on  the  utmost  juts. 
Inspired  by  love's  bright  ember, 
She  cast  forget-me-nuts. 
16 


POPPYCOCK 

"Didn't  you  do  any  swimming  in  the 
sea?" 

"No,  but  a  friend  of  mine  did." 

"How  far  did  he  swim  from  the 
boat?" 

"Six  miles  in  the  roughest  sea  you  ever 
saw." 

"Impossible!  Did  he  swim  towards 
Europe?" 

"No,  towards  the  bottom." 

"That's  too  bad.  Was  he  washed 
ashore?" 

"Oh  yes,  he  bathed  in  New  York." 


A  Scotchman  is  one  who  takes  pictures 
with  the  film  from  his  teeth. 


LOCAL  STUFF 

"Whatcha  doin',  Al?" 

"Trottin'  out  some  stuff  for  the  Par- 
rot." 

"Why  tear  your  hair?" 

"Oh  the  editor  asked  me  for  a  good 
football  yarn.  That  means  a  well  knit 
story  and  I  shrink  from  it.  It's  got  me 
pulling  my  wool  for  an  idea." 


SOUND 

"You  must  buy  some  of  this  motion 
picture  stock." 

"Is  it  safe?" 

"Oh,  yes,  the  company  makes  sound 
pictures." 


PARROT 


THE  LION  TAMER  TRIES  TO  DOMINATE  HIS  WIFE 


A  Question 

To  wed,  or  not  to  wed,  that  is  the  ques- 
tion. 
Whether  it  is  nobler  in  the  mind  to 
suffer 
The  jeers  and  jibes  of  those  outrageous 
females, 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  lone- 
liness 
And  by  proposing  end  it ;  to  court,  to 
marry, 
To  be  a  bach  no  more,  And  by  a  wed- 
ding end 
The  worries  and  the  terrible  expense  that 
Courtiers  are  heir  to,  'Tis  a  consum- 
mation devotely 
To  be  wished.     But  the  dread  of  what 
may  follow,  that 
Makes  us   rather  bear   those   ills   we 

have. 
Than  fly  to  others  we  know  not  of. 
H.  E.  R. 


TRACK  NOTICE 

It  is  rumored  that  Coach  Hill  is  seek- 
ing trackmen  by  the  name  of  Waters,  for 
water  always  runs. 


A  paradox  that  is  equally  applicable 
to  the  great  game  of  football  is,  that  the 
better  the  cream,  the  more  likely  it  is  to 
get  whipped. 


A  new  5  and  lO  cent  store  had  been 
opened  by  a  man  named  Cohen.  A 
woman  came  in  one  day  and  selected  a 
toy  for  which  she  handed  the  proprietor 
a  dime. 

"Excuse,  lady,"  said  Cohen,  "but 
these  toys  are  15  cents." 

"But  I  thought  this  was  a  5  and  10 
cent  store,"  protested  the  customer. 

"Veil,  I  leave  it  to  you,"  came  the 
reply;  "how  much  is  it,  5  and  10  cents?" 


Kubla  Khant 

In  Xxzcfjklru  did  khooblah  Kwharterred 

A  stately  pleasure  dome  decree, 
Where  Oinhk,  tha  sacred  river,  loitered 
Thru  an  estate  owned  by  a  guy  named 
Oioihough 
Down  to  a  sunless  sea. 

So  2  times  pi  with  x  the  same 
Plus  4  sq.  miles  of  fertile  soil 

Tha  architect  laid  out ;  his  name 
Was  something  like  Lhunnyion  Hoihl. 
A  damsel  with  a  piccolo 
In  a  vision  I  wunce  saw: 
It  was  a  Ahbhasinnian  maid, 
And  I  croaked  her  when  she  played. 
Did  I  revive  her  song  in  me, 
You'd  cast  me  in  a  sunless  sea. 
A  page  came  and  said  "Senor  Khooblah," 
And  the  boy-king  drew  in  a  long  breath, 
"My  name  is  Dlarchskijksroobla!" 
And,  smiling,  the  bov  choked  to  death ! 
E.  fV. 
Tragic?    No  end ! 


An  Early  Morn  Conversation 

(Between     two     Graduates — who     have 
Pooled  resources) 

Where  was  I  last  night? — who  was  I 
with  and  why? 

Oh  my, — Oh,  my  dear — what  a  ques- 
tion for  you  to  ask. 

It  was  business  dear — some  business — 
here  and  there — 

How's  business? — Just  fair — I  swear! 
What  foolish  questions  you  seem  to  ask. 

Don't  be  so  tough  with  me — I'm  all  I 
ought  to  be — 

And  more  honey — I  adore  you  honey, 
since  you  ask  .  .  . 

What's  that  you  say? — A  pun? — Oh 
dear,  what  fun — 

— a  pun — and  what's  the  joke  if  I  may 
ask?  .  .  . 

You  say  the  Bell  TOLLED  on  me— 

Tee-hee —  Oh,  /  see — • 

The   BELLE    told   on    me  .  .  w.hee 
.  .  .  who  said  so,  may  I  ask? 

Oh  well,  she  vi'ouldn't  know — Oh,  no 
.  .  .  say  why  must  you  go 

Ask  questions — when  they're  such  fun- 
ny questions  for  you  to  ask. 

— Darrell  Ware. 


You  can  scarcely  expect  a  sailor  to  be 
educated  when  there  is  only  one  maga- 
zine on  a  ship. 


Frosh :  "So  you  come  from  Summit, 
III?  Well,  that's  the  height  of  some- 
thing." 

Coed:    "Yes.    Mountains  usually." 


"Oh,  yes,  I  went  to  the  seashore  this 

summer." 

"Well?     Know  anybody  there?" 
"No.    But  what  do  you  think?  When 

I  went  down   to   the   beach,   the  ocean 

waved !" 


THE  ARMCHAIR  RESTAURANT  FREQUENTER  GOES  TO  A  BANQUET 
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"Swan  Song" 

By  John   Galsworthy 
Charles  Scribner's  Sons 

And  now  the  Forsytes,  the  whole  gal- 
lant band  of  them,  have  sung  their  swan 
song,  and  departed  into  Immortality. 
Swan  Song  closes  the  Forsyte  Saga,  and 
so  the  tale  is  essentially  one  of  memories, 
of  buried  pasts,  and  of  mercifully  for- 
gotten episodes  in  the  history  of  that  rest- 
less, turbulant  family.  It  is  an  attempt 
to  draw  together  all  the  tangled  threads 
of  their  lives,  and  loves,  and  deaths,  and 
to  make  of  these  rebellious  colors  a  fin- 
ished tapestry. 

The  Saga  ends,  as  it  begun,  with  the 
life  of  Soames  Forsyte.  One  who  has 
read  only  A  Man  of  Property  will  be 
unable  to  understand  the  beau  geste  with 
which  he  ends  the  life  that  was  so  pre- 
cious to  him.  But  those  who  have  fol- 
lowed the  Forsytes  through  their  various 
long  and  stormy  careers,  have  been  wit- 
ness also  to  the  almost  imperceptible 
growth  and  development  of  their  char- 
acters, which  is  the  soul  of  John  Gals- 
worthy's genius.  And  thus  a  Classic 
draws  to  its  end  so  naturally,  so  inevit- 
ably, that  we  who  have  loved  its  char- 
acters, regret  only  the  finality  of  their 
farewells. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


"But  Gentlemen  Marry  Bru- 
nettes" 

By  Anita  Loos — Boni  and  Liveright 
Dorothy  is  the  name  of  the  sweet 
young  thing  about  whom  the  book  is 
written.  She  is  one  of  the  unsophisti- 
cated and  unsuspecting,  or  unsuspected 
maidens  who  is  reported  at  a  girls'  school 
for  "removing  the  bloom  off  of  things 
that  young  girls  ought  not  to  mention." 
In  fact,  she  is  a  very  charming  number ! 
If  you  have  read  Gentlemen  Prefer 
Blondes,  you  are  sufficiently  prepared 
for  the  addition.  But  Gentlemen  Marry 
Brunettes.  I  say  prepared,  for  I  per- 
sonally wondered  whether  the  author 
was  clever — or  just  too  dumb  to  use  dis- 
.  cretion. 

Marion  Fry. 
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"Kabuki,"  by  Zoe  Kincaid 

Macrnillan  and  Co. 
Scholars  are  ever  rumbling  around  in 
odd  fields,  making  a  special  study  of 
some  insignificant  incident  or  writing  a 
biography  of  some  inconspicuous  char- 
acter; their  products  clutter  up  library 
shelves.  A  first  glance  at  Kabuki  might 
lead  one  to  guess  it  is  another  vain  at- 
tempt at  producing  a  masterpiece. 

Zoe  Kincaid  has  written  a  remark- 
able elucidation  of  "Kabuki,  the  Pop- 
ular Stage  of  Japan."  It  does  not  read 
like  a  novel  but  like  a  drama,  with  all 
directions  included.  Everything  is  of  in- 
terest. One  must  stop  here  to  observe 
the  record  of  a  family  that  has  produced 
actors  for  centuries ;  here  one  must  tarry 
to  examine  a  post,  a  fan,  a  prop  or  listen 
to  a  brief  sketch  about  a  mere  stage  hand. 
But  all  goes  into  the  composition  of 
Kabuki.  It  is  the  arabesque  of  the  pop- 
ular Japanese  theatre. 

The  author  has  presented  a  scholarly 
work,  but  it  is  interesting,  not  tiring. 
Kabuki  is  like  the  movie,  America's  na- 
tional institution.  It  is  on  the  intel- 
lectual of  every  man.  The  No  theatre 
is  like  Grand  Opera,  just  a  little  above 
most  of  the  people.  The  Doll-theatre 
is  not  understood.  Kabuki  suits  popular 
tastes.  It  is  over  five  centuries  old  and 
primed  full  of  traditions.  Drums  are 
beat,  a  gong  is  sounded,  a  procession  fol- 
lows down  through  a  wide  aisle,  and  the 
play  begins.  Though  there  is  a  differ- 
ence in  the  prologues,  the  drums  are  al- 
ways beat  and  the  gong  is  struck.  Make- 
up labels  every  mood  of  the  mind,  every 
character  and  every  emotion.  Certain 
lines  done  in  bright  colors  indicate  rage, 
a  bad  man  or  a  lover.  The  audience  is 
as  often  the  scene  of  action  as  is  the 
stage  proper.  Every  occurrence  of  na- 
ture is  well  depicted. 

Kabuki  is  masterfully  handled.  The 
reader  learns  a  great  deal  about  the  stage 
but  he  is  never  bored.  Zoe  Kincaid 
maintains  simplicity  throughout  the 
book.  There  are  no  literary  excursions 
nor  any  flowery  descriptions.  The  sub- 
ject matter  makes  the  book  worth  while. 
The  author's  way  of  handling  the  sub- 
ject matter  makes  the  book  valuable. 
Lucius  E.  Lee. 


"Closed  Garden" 

By  Julian  Green 

Julian  Green,  a  Frenchman  of  Amer- 
ican parentage,  wrote  one  of  the  most 
stupendous  novels  of  the  year  when  from 
his  pen  came  the  Closed  Garden.  Com- 
bining a  French  taste  for  tragedy  with 
an  English  appreciation  of  emphatic  cli- 
max, Mr.  Green  has  written  a  tragedy 
in  the  morbid  strain  of  so  many  French 
writers,  yet  so  cleverly  executed  that 
even  though  depressing  it  is  unspeakably 
fascinating. 

The  tragic  story  of  a  young  French 
girl  reared  in  dull  and  monotonous  en- 
vironment, oppressed  by  an  inhuman 
father  and  sister  and  obsessed  with  a 
fanatical  love  for  a  strange  doctor  many 
years  her  senior  is  built  up  by  small  de- 
tail to  the  climax  of  her  madness.  The 
atmosphere  of  depression  gained  by  the 
use  of  this  small  vivid  detail  is  the  most 
startling  and  unusual  quality  of  this 
book.  The  reader  suffers  from  the  same 
mental  conflict,  strain  and  doubt  which 
oppress  Adrienne  and  upon  reaching  the 
climax  at  the  total  loss  of  the  girl's  men- 
tal control,  a  reader  inevitably  stops  to 
question  his  own  sanity.  - 

As  a  novel  the  plot  is  not  particularly 
outstanding,  but  from  the  standpoint  of 
a  character  sketch.  Closed  Garden  is  a 
magnificent  piece  of  literature  standing 
unquestioned  in  greatness.  Although  to 
an  American  the  descriptions  of  both  M. 
Mesurat,  the  father,  and  Germaine,  the 
sister,  seem  a  trifle  too  fictitious  and  ex- 
aggerated, French  critics  are  as  unani- 
mous in  their  praise  of  these  two  char- 
acters as  in  their  praise  of  Adrienne. 

Mr.  Green,  though  one  of  the  young- 
est of  modern  writers,  has  proved  be- 
yond doubt  in  this  study  of  melancholia, 
his  power  as  a  novelist  and  has  claimed 
for  himself  an  unquestioned  position 
among  the  foremost  writers  of  today. 
Katherinc  Blair. 


"Right  Off  the  Map" 

By  C.  E.  Montague  | 

Doubleday,  Page  and  Co. 
Right  Off  the  Map  promises  to  be 
a  sort  of  Graustark-war  in  imaginary 
countries — and  turns  out  to  be  a  quietly 
satirical  account  of  economic — and  senti- 
mental— reasons  for  conflict.  When  you 
finish  reading  this  book,  you  are  pos- 
sessed of  an  uneasy  feeling  of  having 
learned  something  worth  while  more  or 
less  unconsciously.  Right  Off  the  Map 
is  worth  reading — either  for  story 
or  idea — better  reading  if  you  are  inter- 
ested in  both.  Marion  Fry. 


"Boy,  Notre  Dame  is  sure  crushing  that 
team.  What  started  that  sudden  surge  of 
power?" 

"The  Fighting  Irish  just  discovered  that 
the  opposing  coach  is  going  to  rote  for 
Hoover." 


Slow  But  Sure 

She  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways, 
Beside  the  springs  of  Doove, 

But  she  had  all  the  means  and  ways, 
As  someone's  verses  prove ! 

E.W. 


Toll  the  Bell 

Mally's  meek,  Mally's  sweet, 
Mally's  modest  and  discreet, 
Mally's  rare,  Mally's  fair. 
But  you  ought  to  see  her  eat! 


"My,  but  you  look  like  a  beautiful  snap- 
shot." 

"How's  that?" 

"You're  so  well  developed." 


But  our  scholastic  senescents  are  not 
the  only  ones  who  earn  the  criticism  of 
Chapel  Hour,  for  the  customers  likewise 
are  treacherous  and  they  turn  upon  those 
of  their  own  number.  Earnshaw  and 
Sandegren  seem  to  be  stabbing  about  in 
the  quest  for  pledge  pins.  These  two 
Scribblers  of  an  unusually  disreputable 
variety,  pledged  in  a  desperate,  rallying 
attempt  to  replace  Erbes,  were  once  as- 
sociated with  Iota  Sigma  Chi-Phi,  a  bi- 
sexual journalism  club  which  found  its 
first  impetus  down  on  the  McKinlock 
campus.  This  year  the  two  of  them  are 
wearing  the  pledge  quills  of  Sigma  Delta 
Chi,  another  organization  of  dirty  names. 
It  is  said  that  when  the  latter  goes  out 
of  existence,  as  it  must  inevitably  do  be- 
fore Earnshaw  gets  out  of  school,  at 
least,  they  are  going  to  organize  their 
own  frat  club. 


There  are  a  good  many  interesting 
characters  over  there  at  the  Phi  Kap 
house.  There  was  "Handsome  Leslie" 
Hafemeister,  local  bon  vivant,  who  is 
being  retained  in  the  personnel  office 
upon  action  of  the  board  of  trustees  for 
their  reason  that  they  don't  want  him 
out  in  the  world  and  passing  as  a  product 
of  this  great  university.  The  possibility 
of  reflection  on  our  alma  mater  can  be 
easily  seen.  But  Leslie  is  doing  well  and 
enjoys  knowledge  of  the  possibility  that 
people  will  begin  to  suspect  that  he  is 
one  of  the  bright  students  working  out 
a  scholarship  over  there  in  U.  H. 


Another  interesting  character  down  at 
the  north  end  of  the  campus  is  John  W. 
Mee,  "one  of  the  Daily  men."  The 
other  day  Mee's 
name  was  mentioned 
in  conversation 
(God  knows  how  it 
ever  came  into  any 
intelligent  conversa- 
tion), and  a  co-ed. 
over-hearing, 
thrilled,  "Oh,  just 
imagine  how  much 
he  could  tell  us 
about  the  Tong  war  situation!"  An- 
other young  lady  inquired  whether  he 
wove  baskets  and  ate  chop  suey  with  two 
sticks. 


But,  despite  the  fact  that  Mee's  name 
flavors  a  bit  of  the  Oriental  phonetics, 
he  is  editor  of  the  student  directory,  and 
a  night  editor.  Think  of  it,  girls!  The 
way  the  lad  has  overcome  his  physical 
handicaps,  hairlip  and  so  forth  to  become 
what  he  is  today,  a  B.  M.  O.  C.  without 
a  doubt,  is  truly  remarkable.  John,  grin 
foolishly  while  we  applaud. 


While  speaking  of  the  Greek  letter  or- 
ganizations, we  might  just  as  well  men- 
tion Zeta  Tau  Alpha  as  not.  The  Zetas 
are  an  up  and  coming  group  of  energetic 
girls.  True,  they  win  and  lose  in  affairs 
of  the  heart  but  they  win  as  often  as 
they  lose,  and  they  are  all  good  cooks. 
It  is  rumored  that  the  shortest  and  the 
tallest  in  the  way  of  co-eds  are  in  the 
membership.  It's  all  a  matter  of  break- 
fast food,  says  Evelyn  Jones. 


Another  wave  comes  along.  The 
dean  of  men  says,  "Let's  make  whoopie." 
The  dean  of  men  at  Northwestern  is  a 
successful  dean  for 
the  reason  that  he 
has  not  only  said 
"Let's  make  whoo- 
pie" but  he  is  also 
credited  with  other 
remarks  and  general 
behavior  unquestion- 
ably collegiate.  This 
business  of  being  a 
counselor  to  the  un- 
dergraduate genera  is  a  difficult  mess  at 
the  best.  One  must  degrade  oneself  so 
that  one's  word  and  advice  may  be  taken 
as  coming  from  "one  of  us."  The  col- 
lege boy's  jargon  is  reflecting  itself  in  the 
talk  of  our  educators.  And  the  profes- 
sors who  drop  into  it  in  the  lecture  hall 
are  hailed  as  good  fellows. 


Equivocal  and  ambiguous,  slanderous 
and  impartial,  the  assorted  dirty  remarks 
and  compliments  are  spread  about  with 
the  carelessness  of  copy  readers  on  the 
Daily  Northwestern.  They  say  that  per- 
haps they  will  give  us  back  our  Chapel 
Hour.  They  even  say  that  we  might 
have  a  new  chapel  built  in  the  "meadow." 
That's  hardly  necessary.  Old  Fiske  Hall 
was  just  as  good  a  place  not  to  go  to. 
That's  all. 
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(Dispatch    by    Special   Wire    from    Ringside, 
New   Yorli.)    by   Darrell   P.  Ware. 

It  was  seven  years  ago  tonight  that  Chuck 
Mearns  first  stepped  into  the  ring.  He  was 
a  green  country  boy,  fighting  a  grudge  fight, 
careless  of  the  rules  of  boxing,  anxious  onlj' 
to  knock  out  his  amateur  opponent. 

And  the  A.A.U.  records  read  that  Ralph 
Furness  knocked  out  Chuck  Mearns  in  the 
second  round.  A  record  three  weeks  later 
bears  the  same  information.  And  yet,  the 
Antioch  paper  carried  a  story  of  the  beating 
given  Furness  by  Mearns  in  an  impromptu 
battle  on  the  shores  of  Loon  Lake  on  the  very 
next  Sunday  afternoon.  And  on  these  battles, 
fought  in  and  out  of  the  ring,  hangs  a  great 
tale. 
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For  it  seems  that  about  six  miles  north  of 
Antioch  is  the  town  of  Salem,  Wisconsin. 
And  in  Salem  lived  Miss  Betty  Bainsle)', 
whom  you  will  remember  as  the  Miss  Wis- 
consin of  two  years  ago,  and  the  Miss 
America  of  last  year.  Betty  seemed  to  like 
both  of  the  boys ;  at  least  she  encouraged 
them. 

The  year  Betty  was  sent  to  a  strict  girls 
school  down  St.  Louis  way,  Furness  knocked 
out  twelve  opponents,  and  one  of  them  was 
Chuck.  That  was  the  only  fight  that  Mearns 
entered  that  year.  It  seems  that  he  kept  on 
pitching  hay  on  his  Dad's  farm,  nursing  his 
grudge,  but  avoiding  boxing,  which  he  has 
always  hated. 


And  Furness  turned  professional,  beginning 
to  show  signs  of  the  clever  boxer  he  has  be- 
come. He  managed  to  stay  in  the  same  city 
with  Bett.v  prett.v  much,  for  she  had  begun 
to  travel  on  a  stage  tour.  And  our  friend 
Chuck  continued  to  pitch  hay  for  a  while, 
but  then  he  tired  of  it,  and  began  to  drift 
nervousl.v.  And  it  seems  that  the  same  day 
the  front  pages  carried  the  story  of  the 
engagement  of  Furness  and  Bett}',  Chuck 
entered  a  g>mnasium  and  started  to  train  in 
earnest.  He  took  on  a  whole  series  of  fights 
and  became  the  vicious  slugger  which  has 
made  him  a  feared  opponent  the  country 
over. 

Perhaps  the  reader  noticed  at  the  time,  that 
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the  unfortunate  "no  contest"  affair  which 
Chuck  gave  with  Sailor  Huggins,  occurred 
on  the  same  evening  as  the  marriage  of  Miss 
Bainsley  and  Ralph  Furness. 

The  same  evening  resulted  the  scandal 
which  most  people  viewed  as  just  another 
Prize-fighter,  Beauty  Queen  celebration.  But 
the  Champion  and  his  most  likely  opponent 
engaged  in  an  unpaid-for  forty-five  minute 
battle  in  the  Salome  Inn,  which  must  have 
been  the  fight  of  the  age.  The  police  who 
came  to  stop  it,  remained  to  cheer.  And 
Chuck  finally  knocked  the  Champion  cool. 
And  folks,  once  again  it  seems  that  Betty 
caused  the  trouble.  Anyway,  she  left  for 
Salem  with  Chuck  that  same  night. 

They  say  that  Chuck  acted  only  on  the 
impulse  of  chivalry.  They  also  claim  that  the 
fight  hurt  both  men  with  its  contrary  public- 
ity, but  don't  you  believe  it.  That  Salome 
Inn  battle  dragged  out  the  largest  crowd  to 
ever  attend  an  athletic  encounter  tonight.  The 
new  Stadium,  built  as  the  most  far-sighted 
project  ever  attempted,  was  jammed!  We  all 
got  our  money's  worth. 

The  fight  was  a  terrible  and  a  thrilling 
spectacle.  The  fighters  failed  to  hear  the 
shrieking  of  the  crowd,  the  clanging  of  the 
bell,  the  warnings  of  the  referee.  They  stared 
at  each  other  grim-lipped  from  the  time  they 
entered  the  ring.  They  had  to  be  pulled 
apart  at  the  bell.  Neither  one  of  them 
clinched,  neither  feinted,  neither  one  of  them 
hesitated  to  parry  blows.  It  was  give  and 
take;  give  and  take — blows  that  would  fell 
an  ox.  And  all  the  time  their  faces  wore 
that  merciless  expression — that  death-like  in- 
tentness,  and  we  who  were  at  the  ringside 
thought  we  detected  a  glint  of  that  old  primal 
"kill"  in  the  eye  of  them  both ! 

Had  Furness  fought  his  customary  fast, 
cautious,  side-stepping  fight  he  might  have 
won  early  in  the  fight.  That  he  elected  to 
give-and-take  with  the  hardest  hitting  heavy- 
weight of  the  age  is  a  tribute  to  his  nerve  if 
not  to  his  discretion. 

And  Chuck  fought  like  a  fiend !  He  fought 
like  a  man  would  fight  who  had  the  muscles 
and  the  fists  and  the  courage,  when  he  stood 
to  win  or  lose  all.  He  had  a  chance  to  win 
the  girl,  since  she  had  already  deserted  Fur- 
ness; he  had  a  chance  to  settle  that  old,  old, 
hatred  which  had  gnawed  at  his  heart  for 
years — he  had  a  chance  to  wipe  out  the  de- 
feats he  had  suffered  in  the  days  when  he  had 
so  longed  for  victories.  And  there  was  the 
scandal_  to   be    erased    by    punches — and    the 

Championship  to  gain!  

Well,  folks,  our  staff  photographer.  Bill 
Jenkins,  snapped  the  picture  above.  It  tells 
the  whole  story.  There  is  Chuck  throwing 
forward  that  whole  two  hundred  and  fifteen 
pounds  of  bone  and  muscle!  Those  great  legs 
driving  that  terrific  swing.  There  is  that 
mighty  forearm,  swung  like  a  shot  of  fire, 
with  all  the  sureness  of  his  careful  training, 
square  to  the  jaw  of  the  Champion!  You  can 
fairly  hear  that  sock!  And  the  champion  is 
caving  in,  you  can  see — done  for — while  the 
mob  is  wild ! 

And  they're  still  wild  .  .  .  their  cheers  are 
ringing  even  yet,  along  with  the  shrill  cry 
of  "Yuxtra !"  outside  this  empty  stadium  .  .  . 
and  Furness  is  still  unconscious  in  his  dressing 
room  they  say.  Folks,  it's  been  an  epic  of  the 
ring  tonight  ...  a  real,  real,  battle!  And 
cheer  you  sincerely  the  new  champion ! 
(Copyright,  All  rights  reserved) 


"Yes,  I  know  the  workmen  build  very  fast  but  who  is  the  fellow  on  top?" 
"Oh,  he's  the  architect  drawing  plans  for  the  next  floor." 


Tha  Naybors  and  Tha  Song 

I  breathed  a  song  into  the  air, 

It  fell  to  earth,  I  knew  not  where; 

For  who  iz  gonna  bust  a  lung, 

Then  try  to  trace  tha  song  hez  sung? 

Not  long  afterward,  on  my  door, 
A  copper  pounded,  as  of  yore, 
"Yule  hav  to  cut  that  out,"  he  sed, 
"Yer  fog  horn's  waking  all  tha  ded!" 
E.  IF. 


SOUVENIRS 
Some  girls  come  back  from  vacation 
With  marvellous  tales  of  a  man, 
And  some  appear  several  shades  darker 
Under  a  mask  of  deep  tan. 
Some  bring  a  trunk  full  of  curios 
From  Venice,  Paree,  and  Berlin — 
And  some  can  speak  only  in  whispers, 
"Oh,  yes,  m'dear,  I  had  his  pin!" 

B.  F.  H. 


"One  bottle  of  carbolic  acid." 
"Madam,  you  can  do  it  better  with 


gas! 


HOT  DOGS 
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Kind  old  lady — "And  how  many  little  brothers  and  sisters  have  you,  little  boy?" 
Jimmy,  scion  of  Ohio's  largest  family — "/  dunno,  lady;  I  ain't  been  home  for  two 
weeks." 


FORGOTTEN 

I  shall  forget  the  hours  that  we  idled 
In  that  slim  craft  with  scarcelj'  any  paint. 
And  you  called  me  your  precious  little 

saint, 
And  marvelled  at  the  skill  with  which  I 

paddled. 
I  shall  forget  the  times  I  shot  a  ball 
Across  the  net  to  you,  and  called  it  fun — 
^ou  said  the  game  for  us  had  just  be- 
gun, 
And  hoped  that  it  would  never  end  at  all. 
I   shall  forget   the  nights  we  spent  to- 
gether 
Beside  the  lake,  within  the  forest  dell. 
And  wondered  that  we  two  could  love 

so  well. 
That  in  the  maze  of  things  each  found 
the  other. 

I  only  shall  recall  it  hurt  like  sin 

The  day  I  pricked  my  finger  with  your 

pin! 

B.  F.  H. 
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"Why  is  a  woman  like  a  sailboat?" 
"Because    they    both    make    a    better 
showing  in  the  wind." 

Dirge. 


"Call  me  a  taxi." 
"Taxi,    hell.      You're 


UNSATISFIED 
When  I  was  but  a  Freshman, 
I  looked  with  envious  eyes 
Upon  the  stately  Seniors, 
So  learned  and  so  wise. 

Now  I  am  a  Senior — 

Have  four  years  been  in  vain  ? — 

I  wish  with  all  my  heart 

To  be  a  Frosh  again. 

B.  F.  H. 


The  guards  grimly  went  about  their 
task  of  affixing  the  electrodes  to  the  body 
of  the  doomed  man  in  the  chair.  The 
kindly  chaplain  bent  over  him. 

"Any  request,  my  poor  mortal?"  he 
inquired. 

"Yes,  parson,"  the  wretch  replied. 
"It'll  comfort  me  a  lot  if  you'll  just 
hold  my  hands." 


To  a  Sky-Lark 

Ethereal  minstrel!     Pilgrim  of  the  sky! 
Dost  thou  despise  the  earth  where  cares 

abound? 
All  right,  then.     Stay  up  there  on  high. 
But  don't  drop  things  when  I'm  around! 

E.  jr. 


"So  Grace  is  posing  for  beauty  ads. 
She  must  be  beautiful." 

"Beautiful!  She's  'before'  in  the  'be- 
fore and  afters.'  " 


"You  gave  me  a  beautiful  diamond 
ring,  but  John,  I  would  like  something 
beautiful  to  put  around  my  neck." 

So  he  bought  her  a  brand  new  rope. 


"'\'ou  may  find  a  job  at  the  Illinois 
Free  Employment  Bureau." 

"Not  on  5'our  life!  I  ain't  givin'  my 
ser\ices  awav  for  nothin'." 


"You  cur!     You're  drunk  again." 
"Careful,  Min,  careful!    I  came  from 
good  stock." 


"And  did  MacGregor  buy  any  beau- 
tiful laces  when  he  was  in  Belgium?" 
"Yes,  shoe  laces." 


Doctor 
Freshman 


How  tall  are  vou  ? 
Ta,  ta,  SO  "big. 


a    fire    ton    truck." 


"So  you  wish  to  become  editor.  What 
are  your  policies?" 

"One  in  the  Metropolitan  and  two  in 
the  Prudential.  But  it's  none  of  your 
damn  business." 


p 
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"Sh-h-h.      Not   a    word   about    the    rocks, 
Amos." 

"Not  a  word.     We'll  surprise  them." 

Yale   Record. 


Stude:     Vergil  went  thru  Hell  for  a 
woman. 

Dense:     How'd  he  like  it? 
Stude:     Dante. 

Siren. 


"Do  you  love  me,  Tom?" 

"Oh,  sure!" 

"How  much?" 

"Oh,  lots  and  lots." 

"Are  you  going  to  marry  me?" 

"Why  change  the  subject?" 

Caveman. 


How    do    you   know   she   is   a    gold- 
digger? 

Because  she  wouldn't  go  in  where  it 
said,  "No  Minors  Allowed." 

JVampus. 


"Are  you  going  to  vote  for  Hoover  or 
for  Smith?" 

"Neither." 

"What  are  you  anyway,  a, Republican 
or  a  Democrat?" 

"Neither,  I'm  a  Juvenile." 

Beanpot. 


tirst  Chorine:  It  would  take  a  dip- 
lomat to  kiss  me! 

Second  ditto :  And  it  would  take  an 
acrobat  to  get  away  once  he  did,  dearie. 
Octopus. 


He  may   have   been    a   ham,    but  his 
sugar  cured  him. 

Chanticleer. 


During  the  course  of  Freshman  in- 
struction the  following  definition  was 
given : 

The  alumnae  are  those  brilliant  men 
who  tell  you  what  you  need  but  never 
help  you  get  it. 

Siren. 


What  do  you  know  about  foreign  re- 
lations ? 

Nothing.     All  my  family  were  born 
in  America. 

M  ampus. 


Sweet  Young  Thing    (to   plumber)  : 
"Will  this  job  take  long  to  finish  ?" 

Plumber  (to  S.  Y.  T.)  :     "Now,  lidy 
— it's  a  pipe!" 

Burr. 


/y.^ 


•uo~ 


■w 


-0-\\^ 


t 


"V^f^ 


THE  SCIENTIFIC  GOLFER 


Wampus. 
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"I  hope  that's  a  nice  book  for  you  to 
read,  darling,"  said  a  conscientious 
mother  to  her  very  young  daughter. 

"Oh,  yes,  mummy,  it's  a  lovely  book, 
but  I  don't  think  you  would  like  it.  It's 
so  sad  at  the  end." 

"How  is  it  sad,  dear?" 

"Well,  she  dies,  and  he  has  to  go  back 
to  his  wife." 

Wampus. 


Beta :    "She  has  her  floor  covered  with 
hooked  rugs." 

Theta:     "I  wonder  if  she  took  any 
from  our  house?" 

Bellhop. 


"I   hear  that  the  girls  are  matching 
their  dresses  with  their  stockings  now." 

"Oh  yes,  but  I  hear  some  don't  wear 
stockings  any  more." 

Burr. 


Don  King:     How  do  you  like  my  lat- 
est picture? 

Co-ed :     Great.     Very  clever  of  you 
to  put  the  moon  in. 

D.  K. :•    Do  you  think  so? 

Co-ed :     Yes,  it  leaves  no  doubt  as  to 
where  the  top  is. 

Siren. 


CONCEITED  PUPS 


Drunk:   "An'    here,    operator — hie — ish    a 
li'l  somelhin'  fer — hie — yourself." 


Tar  One.  "If  a  ship  was  manned  by 
women,  would  the  first  and  second  mates 
be  called  missmates?" 

Feather  Two:  "No,  but  the  sailors 
would  probably  answer  to  the  name  of 
saltines!"  Burr. 


"How  did  you  find  yourself  the  morn- 
ing after  Biggs'  party?" 

"I   just  looked   under  the  table   and 
there  I  was." 

Chanticleer. 


Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill 

On  the  water  wagon 

Jack  came  down,  his  head  spun  roun'. 

And  Jill  had  quite  a  jag  on. 

Caveman. 


Traffic  Cop:  Use  your  noodle,  lady! 
Use  your  noodle! 

Lady:  My  goodness,  where  is  it?  I've 
pushed  and  pulled  everything  in  the  car. 
Wampus. 


Irate  Customer:  "I  opened  this  bottle 
of  milk  as  soon  as  I  got  home,  and  it 
was  sour ;  how  do  you  explain  that  ?" 

Clerk:  "Well,  madam,  the  cow 
wasn't  contented." 

Beanpot. 


"Hear  about  poor  Bill?" 

"No — what  happened?" 

"Why,  his  heart  was  giving  him 
trouble,  so  he  went  to  the  doctor  to  have 
it  stopped." 

Burr. 


"That's   an    easy   way   to   make   hair 
healthy,  isn't  it?" 
"Yeh,  it's  a  singe." 

Chanticleer. 


"He  doesn't  know  his  own  mind." 
"He  hasn't  missed  much." 

Bellhop. 


"You  know  State  has  always  had  a  reputa- 
tion for  unattractive  girls  but  I  haven't  seen 
any  since  Vre  been  here,  have  you?" 

Bowl. 


24 


P  L  RP  L  E/:?^P  A  R  ROT 


And  So  His  Face  Was  Utterly  Ruined      :      :      :      :      :      :      :      By  briggs 


5eeX   TirAES    Vou 
COUGH,    5eeXA  T(M[ 
I    CUT  You    FACE  ?! 
PLEASE,    \    5HAVA 
You     NO     MO'  .'? 


OLD  Gold 

The  Smoother  and  Better  Cigarette 
..not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


©  p.  LorUlard  Co..  Est.  1760 
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BLONDE:   I'm  only  a  Robinson  Crusoe  type! 
ANOTHER  PEROXIDE:  How  come?' 
BLONDE:     Just  a  castaway! 


'Know  why  twin  beds  were  designed?" 
"No,  why?" 
"Onions." 


Cavt 


C0M> 


He:    I'm  through  with  you.   You  are  absolutely  without 
principle. 

She:    You  must  admit,  however,  that  I  draw  quite  a  bit 
of  interest. 

JVampus. 


Him — "You  don't  smoke?" 
Her — "Nup!" 

Him — "An'  you  don't  drink?" 
Her — "Nup!" 

Him — "By  George,  I'm  coming  out  and  see  you  sometime 
-you  must  do  something!!!" 


^#1) 


Satyi 


Judge:    Do  you  plead  guilty ? 

Defendant :     Yes. 

Judge:    Please  address  the  court  correctly.  Y'es  what? 

Def . :     Yes,  3'ou  damned  old  monkey. 

Octopus. 


"This  is  my  first  love  affair." 

"Well,  your  kindergarten  work  is  certainly  remarkable!" 

illuffwump. 


Senior:  Look  here,  waiter,  this  coffee  is  awful — it  tastes 
like  mud. 

New  waiter:  That's  all  right — it  was  ground  this  morn- 
"ig.  Siren. 


'0S) 


Lady:    Have  you  anything  in  the  shape  of  washboards? 
Clerk:    Nothing  but  spare  ribs. 

Jf'arjipus. 


The  Lady — "I  play  the  piano  just  to  kill  time." 
The  Gent — "You  certainly  have  a  good  weapon." 


^^^ 


Satyr. 


He — "College  has  made  me  a  man." 
She — "Where  is  he?" 


Sour  Owl. 
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"When  I  hit  a  man  he  remembers  it." 

"That's  nothin'.    When  I  hit  a  man,  he  doesn't." 

^  _^     .  Bellhop. 


"See  that  fellow  over  there?    He'll  soon  be  a  millionaire.' 

"Yah  ?    How  come  ?" 

"He  just  had  Boston  suppress  one  of  his  books." 


'^m4 


Jo:   "Do  you  know  how  to  make  a  Peach  Cordial?" 
Blow:    "Sure,  get  her  half  soused." 


^m4 


Registrar:  Name,  please. 
Frosh:   Whose? 


'1^^ 
^^^^■5 


Siren. 


Wampus. 


He:   "Doesn't  Helen  believe  in  elopements?" 
Him:    "No;  that  girl  wouldn't  even  let  her  imagination 
run  away  with  her!" 

,— =^— ^     J  Beanpot. 


Say,  I  bought  a  collapsible  duck  boat,  and  it  won't  col- 
lapse now  I've  got  it  together.    What  shall  I  do?" 
"Take  it  on  the  water." 

„_^     J  Octopus. 


First  Theorist — So  many  people  are  unhappily  married. 
Second  Theorist — Yes,  and  the  pity  of  it  is,  so  many  of 
:hem  don't  know  it. 

The  New  Pledge:  What  do  you  call  this? 

Commissary:   Why  that's  bean  soup. 

T.  N.  P. :    It  probably  has  been  but  what  is  it  now? 

__^_^     J  Siren. 


Leaning — Alack ! !  Alas ! ! ! 
Walking — Why  the  sighs? 
Leaning — I  lack  a  lass! 


^im4 


fV a  nip  us. 


'Tve  learned  how  to  play  'The  Man  I  Love.'  " 
"Great!    How  much  are  you  playing  him  for?" 


Satyr. 


Patron:    For  the  first  time  this  year,  the  milk  tastes  like 
nilk. 

Milkman:   Can't  help  it,  sir,  our  pump  broke. 

_^^_^      .  Octopus. 


Judge — How  long  is  it  since  you've  been  in  a  police  court  ? 
Prisoner — Twenty  years,  your  worship. 
Judge — And  where  have  you  been  since  then  ? 
Prisoner — In  prison. 

Pup. 


p  arato^ 


,Sni)erseain, 

Stitches  will  not  ravel 
even  thou gh  thread 
is   cut   or  broken. 


FOR  convenience,  comfort,  smartness — dur- 
ability— try  this  pull  on  glove  of  Calfskin. 
It's  hand  cut,  with  hand  sewed  back  and  hem — 
and  it's  washable.  Quite  the  correct  thing  for 
street  wear  or  driving — and  comes  in  the  newest 
shades — Creme  and  Russet. 

Daniel  Hays  Gloves 


BOB-O-LINK 

TEA  AND  SANDWICH  SHOP 

155  East  Chicago  Avenue 

(Under  Management  of  the  Interstate  Co.) 

Catering    to  Northwestern   Students 
LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
SPECIAL  CHICKEN  DINNER 


iDViereK.U. Students  like  to 
buu  tkeir  Columbia,  01?ek 
anctBruriswick  Records^  / 


FlR^t 


527  DAVIS  ST. 

Hke  entrarvce  to  tke 
l^ortK  Skore  ^otel 
5^^^^e  (Freenk3f3230 
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NORTHWESTERN 
NIGHT' 

Every  FRIDAY  Nile 

LAST  PERFORMANCE 

Al  Kvale  conducts  a  gala 
Campus  Frolic  at  the 
Norshore  Theater — You'll 
like  these  shows — They're 
gay,  thrilling  and  full  of  fun 

Come  Every  FRIDAY  NIGHT! 


N 


BALABAN  &  KATZ 

ORSHOR 

Howard  St.,  near  Clark 


E 


II 

1 

P! 

1  11 

^^^^    LILLIAN  HAT  SHOP 

-^^^^^^^         ORRINGTON  HOTEL 

^^Knwiml//lim  ^^^^U       -JAoTOWg  a  special  line  of 

1 

'          hats  including  velvet,  metal 
and  felts — Ranging  inprice 
from  592.  to  8^1 

^ 

LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler — Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.       University  461 

REPAIRING 


Frosh  (at  Sunday  dinner)  :  Gee,  this  is  an  old  chicken. 

Commissary:   How  can  you  tell? 

Frosh :    By  the  teeth. 

Commissary:   But  chickens  don't  have  teeth. 

Frosh  :    No,  but  I  have. 

Siren. 


Hugh:    Cats  have  nine  lives. 

Ike:  That's  nothing;  frogs  croak  every  night. 


Wampus. 


"What  you  all  puffin'  so  fer,  Rastus?" 
"I  wuz  runnin',  and  couldn't  stop  till  I  caught  up  wid 
me  breath  agin." 

Burr. 


"Let  me  kiss  you  under  the  mistletoe." 
"Say,  I  wouldn't  let  you  kiss  me  under  an  anesthetic." 

Bellhop. 


"Sav,  did  you  hear  of  the  new  Math  course?" 
"No!" 

"They  put  the  answers  on  the  board  and  tell  you  to  make 
up  the  problem." 

Burr. 


Sister:    I  had  a  hot  date  last  night. 
Sis:     Yes?  With  whom? 
Sister:  With  an  old  flame. 


Wampus. 


Doctor:   "Congratulations,  professor,  it's  a  boy!" 
Absent-minded  prof :   "What  is?" 

Beanpol. 


Jim — "And  what  did  Flo  say  when  you  kissed  her?"  I 

Rummate — "Whaddve  think  she  is,  a  ventrollquist  ?" 

Pup. 


"Dear,  you  can't  imagine  how  I  worry  when  you're  away." 
"Oh,   you   shouldn't   do   that!      I'll   always   return,   you 
know." 

"Yes,  that's  what  I  worry  about." 

Burr. 


w^-. 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 
WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


11:00  to  2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


11:00  to  2:30 
5:00  to  8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food 


S^* 
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"Tell  me,  Anemone,  is  there  anything  more  tiresome  than 
Charlestoning  with  a  man  with  a  wooden  leg?" 

"I  am  astonished  at  your  ignorance,  Clapboard !  Of  course 
there  is!    Have  you  ever  tried  to  sing  a  deaf  baby  to  sleep?" 

Blue  Baboon. 


When  we  see  some  of  the  women  who  use  rouge  and  lip- 
stick we  don't  blame  the  stufE  for  running. 

Ghost. 


mmi 


Surgeon    (to  attendant)  :     Go  and  get  the  name  of  the 
accident  victim  so  that  we  can  inform  his  mother. 

Attendant    (three  minutes   later)  :     He  says  his   mother 
knows  his  name. 

Buffalo  Bison. 


"I'm  mad  at  my  girl." 
"What's  the  trouble?" 
"Well,  she  lied  to  me." 
"That's  too  bad.     What  did  she  say?" 
"Said  she  didn't  love  me  any  more  and  I  know  very  well 
she  does." 

Carolina  Buccaneer. 


THE  EYE  IS  FIRST 
IN  IMPRESSIVENESS 

(5yNE  never  wishes  his  glasses  to  attract 
more  attention  than  his  eyes.  That  is  why 
so  many  men  and  women  have  discarded 
heavy  shell  rimmed  glasses  for  the  rimless 
type.  Favored  styles  are  the  Puritan,  Colo- 
nial, Oval  and  Leaf  shape,  but  the  Puritan 
is  usually  preferred. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


We^re 

with  you 


Right  here  e\"ery 
minute  to  do 
everything  a  stu- 
dent's  store 
should  do  and 
more! 


Get   your   Northwestern    blankets,  pen- 
nants, blazers,  jewelry  and  stationery  here. 

M     * /vuntairv   S<^uare  ♦      m 

^    E  VA  jsr  s  T  o  fsr    ^ 


University  123 


Wilmette  724 


Eustance:     It  doesn't  pay  to  take  girls  skating. 
Matthias:     Pray,  m'lad,  why  not? 
Eustance:     They  always  get  sore  in  the  end. 

Punch  Bowl. 


A  queen  on  your  lap  is  worth  four  in  your  hand. 

Mink. 


S^^ 


"How  do  you  like  her  clothes?" 

"Well,  vou  know  how  little  it  takes  to  please  me." 

Stone  Mill. 


W^*^ 


Circus  Hand :     Hey,   Sam,  catch  this  line  I'm  throwin' 
over. 

Sam    (on    other   side    of    fence)  :     Fo'    de   Lawd's   sake, 
brothuh.  Ah  ain't  got  no  desire  to  catch  a  lion. 

Stone  Mill. 


SPARE  TIME  COURSES 
IN  ART 


that  are  directed  to  a  definite  end  under  the  guidance 

of  instructors,  all  of  whona  are   outstanding  in  their 

profession. 

DRAWING  ILLUSTRATION 

INTERIOR   DECORATION 
ADVERTISING    ART 

PAINTING  CRAFTS 

DESIGN  FOR  THE   INTERIOR   OR   THE  STAGE 

Regular  day  classes  from  9  to  4,  every  day  ex- 
cept Saturday.  Evening  classes  from  7:30  to  9:30 
on  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday  evenings. 


Enrollment  at  any  time  Illustrated  catalog  on  request 

636  Church  Street  THE   EVANSTON   ACADEMY  OF   FINE   ARTS       Creenleaf  1674 


CARL   SCHEFFLER,  Director 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


Imogene:  Ya  know,  Mae,  I  used  to 
wonder  what  the  words  "Press  Car" 
meant,  painted  on  those  flivvers  down  in 
front  of  the  Trib  Tower,  but  I  know 
no'w,  since  I've  been  dating  that  cub  re- 
porter.    I  sure  know. 

P.  C. 


'^M^ 


Bo :   And  what's  the  very  peak  of  op- 
timism? 

Jo:  Snappin'  a  cigar  lighter,  I  s'pose? 

Bo:   Oh,  no.   How  about  doing  cross- 
word puzzles  with  Ink? 

P.C. 


'^^ 


"I'll  love  ya  with  undyin'  love 
That  fondly  lags  and  lingers!" 
"Will  ya.  Big  Boy?  Cross  ya  heart?" 
"Naw — jes'  cross  mv  fingers." 

P.  C. 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street        University  224 


Beautiful  Styles 
Dependable  Quality 

None  Over  $5— Worth  Much  More 

^110    Per 


ALL  SILK 
CHIFFON  HOSIERY 


Pair 


Shoes  $5  Both  for  Men  and  Women 
ONE  PRICE 

KOTZ  SHOE  STORES,iNC. 

619  DAVIS  STREET 


University  Restaurant 

-  LUNCHEON  -  -  DINNER  - 

Second  Floor 

WIEBOLDT  HALL 


Soda  Fountain  Service 

Toasted  Sandwiches 

Cigars     -     Cigarettes 

Candies 


Entrances  on  Chicago  Avenue 
or  Superior  Street 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


JUNIORS 

ATTENTION 

I  I  I 


The  Campus  Photographers  are  now 
located  in  the 

John  F.  Hahn  Building, 
1618   Orrington  Avenue 


I     I     I 

MATZENE 

'The  Syllabus  Photographer" 


MILLINERT 

DRESSES 

SALLY 

DEANE 

SHOPPE 

7 

2  2  Clark  Street 

Opposite 

Willard  Hall 

Formal 

Afternoon  Frocks 

Dinner  Gowns 

Sport  Dresses 

WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

■^ ^       .  THINK   OF 


'"eva^n^sto^V^l^-     Phone  URiversity632 ]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 
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Joe:  "Why  did  you  stop  singing  in 
the  choir?" 

Flo:  "Because  one  day  I  didn't  sing 
and  somebody  asked  if  the  organ  had 
been  fixed." 

Old  Maid. 


^#1^ 


"  'Ow  near  do  you  think  that  lightning 
was,  'Arry?" 

"Dunno,  kid — but  this  fag  wasn't  lit 
a  second  ago." 

London  Opinion. 


^i>D 


Rock  of   Gibraltar:      "My,   but   you 
have  a  stony  look!" 

Sphinx  of  Egypt:     "Well,  you're  no 
cream-puff!" 

Burr. 


The  postman  on  a  country  route  called 
Jim  out  and  handed  him  a  black-edge 
envelope. 

"Looks  like  somebody  died,"  he  said. 

"Y-yes,"  answered  Jim  in  a  worried 
tone,  "it's  my  brother  Joe.  I  recognize 
his  handwriting." 

Chanticleer. 


m0 


"We  are  now  passing  the  most  famous 
brewery  in  Berlin,"  explained  the  guide. 

"We  are  not,"  replied  the  American 
tourist  as  he  hopped  off  the  sight-seeing 
bus. 

Octopus. 


Kind  Old  Gentleman:  "Did  'urns 
break  'um  little  dolly?"  ■ 

Sweet  Child:  "Yes;  why  the  hell  do 
they  make  the  damn  things  so  fragile, 
anyway?" 


Record. 


M> 


"What  a  rotten  date,"  said  he  as  he 
spit  out  the  seed  in  contempt. 

Yellow  Jacket. 


nnouncmg^ 

That  the  most 
famous  art  staff 
among  college 
comics,  the  Pur- 
ple Parrot  Art 
Staff,  has  organ- 
ized to  do  pro- 
fessional  art 
work  for  adver- 
tisers and  for 
magazines  re- 
quiring illus- 
trations. Let 
Kling,  Chastain, 
Loarie,  Breger, 
Fetridge,  Gail, 
O'Brien  and  the 
host  of  others  do 
your  art  work. 


In/ormiillan  may  />.•  nhlaitn-d  frnn, 

Bill  Fetridge 

Beta  Theta  Pi  House 

Evanston,  Illinois 

University  1320 


YOU  CAN  VISIT  a--- 

hundred  COLLEGES 

for  a  single  DOLLAR 


See  the  Fraternity  Rows,  meet  the  class  presi- 
dents, the  campus  leaders.  Get  the  low-down 
on  the  football  teams,  college  activities,  the  col- 
lege itself.  More  than  a  hundred  colleges  can 
be  visited  through  the  pages  of  College 
Humor. 


Collegiate  Hall 
of  Fame 


In  the  Collegiate  Hall  of  Fame  you  will  find 
football  stars,  college  presidents,  fraternity  lead- 
ers, successes — both  men  and  women — m  the 
business,  social  and  college  world. 


New  Sports 
Department 


Football  predictions  for  the  big  games.  Hoiv  1 
Select  My  Varsity,  by  Bill  Roper,  Horv  Hard 
Is  Football?  by  Bob  Zuppke,  articles  by  today's 
headliners  that  millions  know  and  read  about. 

College  Novels 


Youth's  Last  Stand,  a  novel  by  Percy  Marks, 
is  now  appearing  in  CoLLliGE  HuMOR.  It  fol- 
lows through  college  the  life  and  thoughts,  the 
associ.Ttes,  the  snubs,  the  courage,  the  love  and 
romance  of  a  proud  young  boy  who  refuses  to 
be  a  rah-rah  student. 


Special  A  r tides 

Articles  on  sports  by  famous  coaches,  Olympic 
stars,  golf  champions.  Articles  about  the  col- 
leges, written  from  the  critical,  the  humorous 
or  the  glamorous  viewpoint.  Articles  on  the 
leading  campus  personalities,  humorous  articles 
by  Frank  Sullivan,  Walter  Winchell  and  O.  O. 
Mclntyre. 

Flashing  Short 
Stories 


This  coupon 
brings  you  the 
next  six  issues  for 

$1.00. 

■■■■■■■■■I 


And  in  the  flashing  short  stories,  the  love,  the 
headlong  drama,  romance,  humor,  lights  and 
shadows  that  penetrate  every  young  heart  and 
mind,  whether  in  college,  on  the  athletic  field, 
in  business,  in  the  narrow  confines  of  a  small 
town  or  in  the  busy  whirl  of  the  city. 


You   save   $1.10 

over    the    single 

copy  price. 


ioscd  for  6  numbers. 


CITY STATE 

Mail  to  College  Humor.  10^0  No.  LaSatle  St.,  Chicago 


TRUMP 
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BRpADCLOTH 
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TV 


ARROVN 

COLLARS 
SHIRTS 
UNDERWEA 
HANDKERCHII 


